Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



ilMIIIII 

eooouseop 



i 



M.ixcLU. 107. oL. b 



H M I rv , uv-/ »^ ' > ■ 



lY .t % 



THE 



WORKS 



OF 

THOMAS OTWAY 

JN THREE VOLUMES. 

WITH NOTES, 

CRITICAL AND EXPLANATORY, 

AND 

A LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 

BY 

THOMAS THORNTON, ESQ. 



VOL. n. 



LONDON: 

PRINTED FOR T. TURNBR, 87, STRAND, 

(successor 10 JOHN mackinlay); 

By B. M^MilUui, Bow Street, Corent Gurden. 

1813. 



CONTENTS 

OF 

THE SECOND VOLUME. 



) ' 



PAGE 

Friendship in Fashion, • 1 

Epistle Dedicatory to the Earl of Donet and -i 

Middlesex, 

The Hbtory and Fall of Caius Marius, 107 

Epistle Dedicatory to Lord Viscount Falkland^ 111 

The Orphan: or. The Unhappy Marriage, •.•••• 199 

Epbtle Dedicatory to Her Royal Highness the ) 

> 207 

Dnchess, ' 

The Soldier's Fortune, 2S9 

Epistle Dedicatory to Mr. Bentley, 295 



FRIENDSHIP IN FASHION, 



A COMEDY. 



Archilochum raMr< armawit Imkbo. 

BOA. DK AKT, POST. 



VOL. II. 
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This play, the first specimen of Otway's powers as 
a writer of Comedy^ whilst it exhibits, though, perhaps, 
in a less obtrusive manner, the licentiousness of morals 
which prevailed during the reign of Charles the Second ; 
is no advantageous display of his talents in that species 
of composition. It appears, however, from Langbaine, 
who terms it '* a very diverting play," that those who 
were the first judges of it's merit, and whom it was 
more immediately his interest to please, entertained a 
much more favourable opinion of it's deserts, and re« 
ceived it with " general applause." As morality of de- 
sign and purity of dialogue were regarded as matters of 
little moment in those days, we may ascribe it*8 success 
to the bustle and action with which it abounds; some 
novelty and variety of character ; and a few scenes bor- 
dering upon buffoonery, which has saved a worse piece 
from destruction. 

The persons of the drama, deficient as they are in 
those qualities which ought alone to excite interest or 
'Admiration, may be dismissed with little notice: for, 
with the single exception of Camilla, (who appears too 
seldom to be known) they are either vicious, or ridi- 
culous, or both. Some of them were supposed to bear 
an intended analogy to certain living characters, and this 

opinion raised a prejudice against the author, to whicii 
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he aUodcs in the dedication of the play. Hb readiness^ 
in the Prologue, to disavow any satire, niay, perhaps, 
with some, strengthen the so^Ncion that it was intended ; 
but to whom it was appropriated, it u impossible now 
to tell with certainty. This comedy was revived at 
Dniry-lane, in 1749; but rejected on account of ifs 
indecency. No modem audience, indeed, would endure 
the scene in the fourth act, where the grossest and most 
immoral conduct b supposed to take place« almost 
under the eyes of the spectators. 
It was performed); and printed in 4to. l67S. 



TO 

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

CHARLES^ 

EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX, 

GENTLEMAN OF HIS MAJESTY'S BBIXBAMBBA. 
4iMT LORD, 

Your lordship has so often and so highly obliged 
ine, that I cannot but condemn myself for giving you a 
trouble so impertinent as this is : considering bow remiss 
I have been in my respects to your lordship, in that I 
have not waited on you so frequently as the duty I owe 
your lordship, and my own inclinations required ; but 
the circumstances of my condition, whose daily busi- 
ness must be daily bread, have no^ nor will allow me 
that happiness. Be pleased then, my lord, to accept 
this humble dedication as an instance of liis gratitude, 
who in a high measure owes his well-being to you. I 
cannot doubt but your lordship will protect it, for no- 
thing ever flew to you for succour unsuccessfully: I am 
sure I have reason to acknowledge it. As for the 
unlucky censures some have past on me for this play, 
I hope your lordship will believe I hardly deserve them. 
For to my best remembrance, when I first was accused 
of the thing by some people of the world, who had 
perhaps as little reason to think I could be guilty of it, 
as to believe themselves deserved it, I made it my bu- 
suiess to clear myself to your lordship, whose good 
opmion is dearer to me than any thing which my worst 
enemies can wrong nie of else : I hope I convinced 



^our lordship of my imioceiice in the matter, which I 
would not have cndea^oared, had it not been just. For 
I thank my stars I know myself better thau (for all the 
threats some have been pleased to b^tow upon me) 
to tell a lie to save my throat. Forgive me, my lord, 
this trouble, continue me in your lordship's favour and 
^ood opinion, and accept of the prayers and well- 
wbhes of 

Your most humble, and 

Most obliged Servant, 

THO. OTWAV. 



PROLOGUE. 



How hard a task hath that poor drudge of stage. 

That strives to please in this fantastic age. 

It is a thing so difiicnlt to hk. 

That he's a fool that thinks to do*t hj wit; 

Therefore our author bid me plainly say. 

You must not look for any in nis play. 

r th' next place, ladies, there's no bawdy in't. 

No, not so much as one well-meaning hmt; 

Nay more, 'twas written erer^r woid, he say% 

On strictest v^s, and on fasting da^s. 

When he his TOsh to penance dra enjoin, ^ 

Nay, took such care to woik it chaste and fine, > 

He disciplined himself at ev'ry line. J 

Then, gentlemen, no libel he intends^ 

Tho' some baTe strove to wrong him with his friends; 

And poets have so very few of those, 

Theyd need take care whoae &voQr 'tis they lose. 

Who*d be a poet? Parents all beware. 

Cherish and educate your sons with care: 

Breed 'em to wholesome law, or ffve 'em trades; 

JiCt 'em not follow th' Moses, they aie jades. 

How many very hopeful risine Cits 

Hav^ we of late known spoil'd by turning wits! 

Poets by critics are worse treated here 

Than on the Bankside butchen do a bear. 

Faitli, sirs, be kind, since now his time is come, 

Wlien he must stand or fiiU as you shall doom: 

Give him bear^-garden law, that s fair play for^t. 

And he's content for once, to make you sport 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



ooodvile. 

Tbumav. 

Valentine, in love with Camilla. 

iSir Noble Clumsey, a Country Knightf aiming at politeness, 

Maxagene. 

SAvvrkny }t^o^^ted Coxcombs. 

Page. 
Boy. 

Mrs. Goodvile. 

VicToniA. 

Camilla. 

Lady Squeamish. 

Lettice, Servant to Mrs. Goodvile. 

3&IDGET, Serifant to Lady Sqaeamish. 



FRIENDSHIP IN FASHION. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— 77b Mall. 

Truman, reading a Btilti, and Ser^rant. 

TVu. In a visor, say you? 

Serv. Yes, sir, and as soon as she had delivered it, 
ivithout any tiling more, gave the word to the coach- 
man, drew up the tin lattice, and away she hurried. 

Tru, The meaning of a billet of this nature, without 
a name, is a riddle to me. [Readt. 

You know me, and see me often ; I wish I may ne- 
v^ see you more, except you know better where to 
place your love, or I were abler to govern mine : as 
you are a gentleman, bum this so soon as it comes 
to your hands. Adieu.'' 

Well, this can be no other than some stanch virtue of 
thirty^five, that is just now fallen under the temptation; 
or, what is as bad, one of those cautions dealers that 
never venture but in masquerade, where they are sure to 
be wondrous kind, though they discover no more to the 
Ipver than he has just occasion to make use of. 

Enter Goodvilb and Valentine. 

VaL Truman, good-morrow ; just out of your lodg- 
ing! but that I know thee better, I should swear thou 
faadst resolved to spend this day in humiliation and rer 
pentauce for the sins of the last. 

€lood. I beg your pardon! 9oipe lady has taken op 



u 
u 
u 
u 



10 FRIENDSHIP IN FASHION. 

your time. Thou canst uo more rise in a morning with- 
out a weucby than thou canst go to t)ed at night without 
a bottle* Truman, wilt thou never leave whoring 1 

Tru. Peace, matrimony, peace — speak more reve^ 
rently of your dearly-beloved whoring. Valentiney he 
is the mere spirit of hypocrby — he had hardly been 
married ten days, but he left fan wife to go home from 
the play alone in her coach, whilst he debauched me 
with two vizors in an hackney to supper. 

Vol. Truly, Goodvile, that was very civil, and may 
come to something— But, gentlemen^ it begins to grow 
late. Where shall we dine? 

Trtf. Where ^ou will, I am indifferent. 

Good. And I. 

VaL I had appointed to meet at Chatolin s, but — 

Tru. With whom? 

Vol, Why, your cousin Malagene, Goodvile. 

Gooli. Valentme, thou art too much with that fellow. 
Th true, indeed, he is some relation to me, hot t\s 
such a lying varlet, there is no enduring of him. 

Val. But rogues and fools are so very plenty, 'tis hard 
always to escape *em. 

Tru. Besides, he dares be no more a friend than a 
foe: he never spoke well of any man behind his back, 
nor ill before his face : be is a general disperser of nau- 
seous scandal, though it be of his own mother or sister; 
pT^ythee let's avoid him, if we can, to-day. 

Good. Twill be almost impossible, for he b as im- 
pudent as be is troublesome : as there is no company so 
ill but he'll keep, so tbere'^s none so good but hell pre- 
tend to. If he has ever seen yon once, he'll be sure of 
you: and if he knows where you are, he's no more to be 
kept out of your room, than you can keep him out of 
your debt. 

Vol. He came where I was last night, roaring drunk; 
swore Damn him, he had been with my lord such-arone, 
and had swallowed three quarts of charopaigne for his 
share. Said he had mudi ado to get away, but came 
then particularly to drink a botUe with me: ( was* 
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4brced to promiie him 1 would meet bim to-day» to get 
jrid of him. 

Gcod, Faith, gentlemen, let ut all go dine at my 
home: I have luubbed him of late, and he'll hardl? 
i^enture that way soioonanin: at night I'll promiw 
.you |^>od company; my wife (for I allow her for m? 
own take what freiNlom she pleases), has sent for the 
jfiddles to come. 

Tru» Goodvile, if there be any such thing as ease ia 
Hiatrimony, thou hast it: but metbinks^ there's as it 
were a mark upon married men, that makes them ai 
/distinguishable from one of us, as your Jews are from 
the rest of mankind. 

Good. Oh there are pleasures you dream not of; he 
is only confined by it that will be so; a roan may make 
Jiis condition as easy as he pleases. — Mine is such a 
fond, wanton ape, 1* never come home, but she eoter- 
laias ine with fresh kindness: and Jack, when I have 
been hunting for game with you, and missed of an op- 
portunity, stops a gap well enough. 

TVif* There's no condition so wretched but has it's 
reserve: your spaniel, turned out of doors, goes con- 
tentedly to his kennel ; your beggar, when he can get oo 
better lodging, knows his own warm bush ; and your 
married whore-master that misses of has wench, goes 
honestly home, and there's madam wife. — But, Good- 
vile, who are to be the company at night? 

Good* In the first place, my cousm Victoria, vour 
idol. Jack Truman ; then, Mr. Valenline, there will be 
the charming Camilla : and another that never fiiils upon 
such an occasion, the inimitable lady Squeamish. 

TVti. That indeed b a worthy person, a great critic 
forsooth: one that censures plays, and takes it very ill 
^he has none dedicated to her yet ; a constant frequenter 
ofalloMsquerades and public meetings, a perfect co- 
quette, vei^ alSeded, and something old. 
' • VaL Discoufses readily of all the love-intrigues of 
jthe court and town, a strange admirer of accomplish- 
^ntt wl good«bieediog, as she calls it;, a restless 
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dancer: one tbat by her good-will wooM nerer be oat 
of motion. 

Tru. How, Vakotine! yon were once a great ad- 
mirer there ; ha?e a care how yon speak too harshly of 
your mistress^ though the business be over. You stand 
well with the ladies yet, and are held a man of prin- 
ciples. 

Good. Tbat indeed is a fine creature. Your old lia- 
rassed stager has always some such resty whore^^naster 
or another, whom she makes the best of her despair 
withal ; and after being forsaken by half the town be- 
sides, comforts herself m her man of principles. But 
now I think on't, we delay too long. Til go before and 
prepare : gentlemen, you'll be sure to follow I 

Tru, Sir, we'll not fail to wait on you. 

[Exit Good vile. 

Boy! is the coach ready? Valentine! I have bad 
the oddest adventure this morning — ha — Malagene ! 

Enter Malagene. 

How came he hither? 

MaL Jack Truman, Monsieur Valentine, bon jour. — 
Was not that Goodvile I met coming in — ha ? 

r«/. Yes, he parted lience but now. 

Mai, Faith, I'll tell ye what, gentlemen, Goodvile*s 
a very honest fellow as can be, but he and 1 are fallen 
out of late, though faith 'twas nothing of my seeking. 

Trti. No, ni be sworn for thee, thou lov'st thyself 
better. 

Vfd. Pray what was the matter^ Malagene ? 

MaL Why I was advising him to look after things 
better at home: the fellow has nuirried a young wife, 
and there he lets her make bails and give entertainments. 
I was very free with him, and told him of it to the pur- 
pose ; for faith I should be sorry to see any ill come 
on't, very sorry. 

TVti. But hark ye, Malagene, Goodvile's a sort of a 
surly companion, and apt to have so good an opinion of 
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bjmselfy that he is able to manage afiaira without y#ur 
advice : he might have been very severe with you upon 
this occasion. 

Mai. Severe with me ! I thank you for that with til 
my heart ; that had been the way to have made a fine 
piece of work on% indeed; hark ye» (under the rose) 
he's sweetly fitted with my cousin though. 

VaL Pray, sir, speak with more respect: we are hia 
friends, and not prepared to' relish any of your satire at 
present. 

. Mai. O lord, sir, I beg your pardon; you are a new 
acquaintance there, I remember, and may design an in- 
terest Faith, Ned, if thou dost^ 111 never be thy hin- 
drance, for all she's my kinswoman. 

7Hf. The rascal, if he had an opportunity^ would 
pimp for his sister, though but for the bare pleasure of 
teJling it himself. 

MaL Now when he conies home, will she be hangmg 
about his neck, with O Lord, dear ! where liave you been 
this morning 1 I can't abide you should go abroad so 
soon, that I can't: you are never well but when you are 
with that wicked lewd Truman, and his debauched com- 
panion, young Valentine : but tliat I know you are a 
good dear, I should be apt to be jealous of you, that I 
should, — ha, ha, 

Tru. Sir, you are very bold with our characters, me- 
thinks. 

MaL I, shawl your servant; sure, we that know 
one another may be free : you may say as much of me, 
if you please. But no matter for that, did you hear 
nptbing of my business last night I ha. 

Tru, Not a word I assure you, sir. Pray how was iti 
pr'ythee let him alone a little, Valentine. 

Mai. Why, coming out of Chatolin's last night, (where 
it had cost me a guinea club, with a right honourable or 
two of this kingdom, which shall be nameless) just as 1 
was getting into a coach, who should come bv but a 
blustering fellow with a woman in his hand, and swore, 
damn liim, the coach was for him ; we had some words. 
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tmd be drew; with that I put by bis pass, closed with him, 
and threw up his heels, took away his toledo, gave him 
two or three good cuts over the face, seized upon Damo- 
zel, carried her away with me to my chamber, managed 
her ail night, and just now sent her off; — faith, amongst 
friends, she was a person of quality. 111 tell you that. 

Tru. What ! a person of quality at that tinife o'tfae 
night, and on foot too 1 

Mai. Ay, and one that you both know very well, but 
take no notice on't. 

Vol. Oh, sir, you may be sure we shall be very cau- 
tious of spreading any secrets of your's of this nature — 
lying Rakehell ; the highest he ever arrived at was a 
bawd, and she too biuiished him at last, because be 
boasted of her finrours* [Aside, 

Mai. Nay, not that I care very much neither : you 
may tell it if you will : for I think it was no more than 
any one would have done upon the same occasion — 
ha 

Tru. Doubtless, sir, you were much in the right. 
But, Valentine, we stay too long: 'tis time we were 
going. 

MaL What, to dinner? Ill make a third man 

where shall it bel 

Tru, Sir, I am sorry, we must beg your excuse this 
time, for we are both engaged. 

MaL Whoo! pry'thee, that's all one, I am sure I know 
the company; I'll go along at a venture. 

FaL No, but Malagene, to make sliort of the busi- 
ness, we are going into company that are not very good 
friends of your's, and will be very uneasy if you be there. 

Mai. What's that to the purpose 1 — I care as little 
for them as they do for me ; though on my word, sparks, 
of honest fellows, you keep the oddest company some- 
times that ever I knew. 

Tnu But, sir, we are resolved to leform it, and in 
Older thereunto, desire you would leave us to ourselves 
to-day. 

Mai. No ' ■ ■ ■ but I'll tell you, go along with me ; 
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I have discovered a treasure of pak wine — ^I aisaie you 

'tis tiw same the king drinks c( what say you 

Jack 1 I am but for one bottle or two ; for faith I liave 
resolved to live sober for a week. 

Tru, Pr'y thee» tormentor, leave us; do not I know the 
wine thou drinkest is as base as the company thou keepest. 
To be plain with you, we will not go with you, nor 
must, you go with us. 

MaL Why, if one should ask the questiou now, whi* 
ther are you going? ha ! 

Vol. How ooBies it, Malageae, yoiiaie not with your 
two friends. Caper and Saunter? — ^you may be sure of 
them ; they'll eat and drink, and go all over tlie world 
with you. 

AmL How canst thou tliink that I would keep such 
loathsome company? a brace of silly, talking, dancing, 
singing rascals : 'tis true, 1 contracted an acquaintance 
with 'em, I know not how ; and now and then, when I 
am out of humour, love to laugh at and abuse 'em for 
an hour or two but come what will on't, I am re- 
solved to go along with you to-day. 

Tru. Upon my word, sir, you cannot— —Why 
should you make so nuiny difficulties with your friends? 

Mai. Whoo ! pr'ythee leave foctog— -You would 
shake me off now, would you ? But I know better 
things. The shani*won't pass upon me, sir; it won't, 
look you. 

Tru, Death I we must use him ill, or there is no get- 
ting rid of him. Not pass, sir I 

Mai. No, sir. 

TfTL Pray, sir, leave us. 

Mai. I shan't do't, sir. 

TViL But you must, sir. 

Mai. May be not, sir. 

Tru. I am going this way. [WaUcing qff. 

Mai. So am I. 

Tru. But, sir, I must stay here a little longer. 

Mai. With all my heart ; 'tis the same thing, I am 
not in haste. 
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Vol. Ha^e a care, Malagene, how you proTokie 
Truman, — youll run the hazard of a scurvy beating, 
my friend, if you do. 

Mai. Beating ! I am sorry, sir, you know no better : 
pox, 1 am used to serve him so, roan ; let him alone, 
you shall see how Til teaze him. Hark you. Jack. 

Tru. Sir, you are an impudent troublesome cox- 
comb. 

Mai. No matter for that, I shan't leave you. 

Tru. Sir, I shall pull you by the nose then. 

Mai. Tis all one to me, do your worst. 

Tru. Take that then, sir- Now d'ye hear 

[Tweaks him by the nose. 
Go about your business. 

Mai. Nay, faith. Jack, now you drive the jest 
too for; what a pox, I know you are not in earnest; 
pr'ythee let's go. 

Tru. Death, sir, you lie ; not in earnest ! — let [Kicks 
Aim] this convince you — How like you the jest now, 
sir? . 

Mai. Hark you, Truman, we shan't dine together 
then, shall we ? 

Val. Faith, to tell you the truth of tlie matter, 
Truman had a quarrel last night, and we are just now 
going to make an end on't : 'tu that makes him so 
surly. Nevertheless, now I think on't better, if you'll 
go, YOU shall ; perhaps we may have occasion for a 
third man. 

Mai. No, no, if that be the business, I'll say no 
more; puh — I hate to press into any man's company 
against his inclination. Truman, upon my reputation you 
are very uncivil now, that you are. But hark you,^ I 
ran to the Groom-porters last night, and lost my money. 
Pr'ythee lend me two guineas till next time I see thee, 
child. 

Tru. With all my heart, sir. I was sure 'twould 
come to this at last; 'tis here, you may command what 
you please from your servant. Malagene, good-mor- 
row. 
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Enter Caper and Saunter. 

Mai. Dear Jack Trnman, your hamble.^-** 

[Exii Traman. 

Val. Won't yon go along with us then^ Malagene ? 

MaL No; here are two silly fellows comingy IH go 
and divert myself a little with them at present. 

Fal. Why, those are the very people you railed af 
so but now ; you will not leave us for them* at a time 
when you may be so serviceable! 

Mai, Hang h, you will have no occasion tot me, 
nan? say no more on% but take my advice ; be sure 
you stand fast, don't give ground, d'ye hau*, push 
briskly, and FH warrant vou do your business. 

Vai. Sir, I thank yoar for your counsel, and am sorry 
we can't have your company ; but you are engaged 1 

Mai. Are you sure though it will come to fighting I 
I have no mmd to leave your companv* methinks. 

Fa/. Nay, nothing so certain as that we shall fight; 
I wish you would go, for I fancy there will be thrM in 
the field. 

MaL A pox on't, now I remember, I promised to 
meet these people here, and can't avoid them now ; 
I'd go else with you with all my heart, faith and troth, 
but if you'd have me send a guard, I'll do't. 

Fal. No, sir, — there's no danger — Nothing but the 
rogue's cowardice could have rid us of him. 

[Exit Valentine. 

Mai. How now, bullies, whither so fast this morn- 
ing 1 I parted just now with Jack Truman and Ned 
Valentine: they would fain have had me to dinner 
with 'em, but 1 was not in a humour for drinking, and 
to speak the truth on't, yc»u are better company ten to 
one. They engross still all the discourse to themselves: 
and a man can never be free with them neither. 

Cap. Oh Lord, Malagene! we met the delicatest 
cr«ature but now as we came round ; I am a rascal if 
I don't think her one of the finest women in the world ; 
1 shan't get her out of my mind this month. 

VOL. II. c 
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Saunt^ Twas Victoria, my lady Fairfield's daughter, 
that catne to town last summer when Goodvile was 
married.. He in lore with her poor soul !— I shall beg 
his pardon there, as I take it [Siiigs, 

Mai, Tliaf s Truman s blowing : she's always linger- 
ing after him here, and at the playhouse: she heats 
herself here every morning against the general course 
at night, where she comes as constantly as my lady 
Squeamish herself. 

Saunt, I vow that's a fine person ; don't you think 
she has abundance of wit, Malagene? She and I did 
so rally Caper t'other day. 

Cap. Ay,, it may be so. 

Saunt. But did you never hear her sing ? She made 
me sit with her till two o'clock f other morning, to 
teach her an Italian song I bave^, and I vow she sings it 
wonderfully.. 

Mai. I>Bum her, she's the most affected amorous 
jilt, and loves young fellows more, than an old kite 
does young chickens : there b not a coxcomb of eighteen 
in town can escape her ; we shall have her draw one of 
you into matrimony within this fortnight. 

Cap. Malagene, thou art the most satirical thief 
breathing : I'd give any thing thou didst but love danc- 
ing, that I might have thee on my ade sometimes. 

SawKi. Well, Malagene, I hope to see thee so in love 
one day, as to leave off drinking, as I have done, and 
set up for a shape and a face : or, what is all one, 
write amorous sonnets, and fight duels with. aU that do 
but look like rivak. I would not be in love for all 
the worlds I vow and swear. 

[Waljca up and down with an affected maiion. 

Cap, mrl. 



Ah phillis, if you would not love 

Tbe shepherd, &c. [Sings, 

B«t d'ye hear, Malagene 1 they say Goodvile gives a 
ball tonight, is^tnie? 
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MaL YeSy I intend to be there, if I do not go to 
court. 

Cap. I am glad of it with all iny heart Saunter 

-• ^There's my lady, to be sure she'll not (ail. 

Sauni. But will you go^ Malagene? Goodvile and 
you are at a distance. 

MaL Whool pox! that's nothing; Y\\ go for all 

that :. but faith, I should meet my lord at 

court to-night. Besides, I han*t been in the drawing- 
room these three days ; the company will wonder wfaat'» 
become of me. 

Enter Lady SgVBAMi'stf* 



She here ? nay then 

Ctq^. Madam, your ladyship's most humble servant. 

[Camgeet qffeeiedljf.* 

Lady Squ. Mr. Caper, your most devoted.— 
Oh dear Mr. Saunter ! a thousand thanks to you for 
my song. 

Sauttt, Your ladyship does your servant too much 
honour. [Sing9, Am CMoefuU of, &c. 

Lady Squ. Mr. Caper, you are a stranger indeed, I 
have not seen you these two days: Lord, where d'ye 
live ? 

Cap, I should have waited on your ladyship, but 
was so tired at the masquerade at my lord Flutter'^ 
f other night. [Dances and capers* 

Saunt. Madam, madam, Mr. Goodvile gives a ball 
to-night ; will your ladyship be there 1 

Lady Squ. Yes; I heard of it this morning; Victoria 
sent me word. 

Cap. Ob, madam, d'ye hear the news? Goodvile 
makes a ball to-night : I hope I shall have the honour 
of your ladyship's company. 

' Lady Squ. Oh, by all means, Mr. Caper, pray don't 
you fail us. Oh Lord, Mr. Malagene, I beg your par- 
don, upon my honour, I did not see you; I Was so eor 
gaged in the civibties of these gentlemen. 

C2 
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Mai. Your wit and beauty, madam, must command 
the honour and admiration of all the world. But whei» 
did your ladyship see Mr. Valentine 1 

LadySqu. Oh,namehimnot. Mr. Malagene, he's the 
unwortbiest, basest fellow besides, he has no prin- 
ciples, nor breeding : I wonder you gentlemen wiil Kcep 
him company ; I swear he's enough to bring an odium 
on the whole sex. 

Mai, The truth on't is, madam, I do drink with him 
now and then,, because the fellow has some wit, but il 
b when better company is out of the way; and faith he's 
always very civil to me as can be : I can rule him. 

LadySqu. Oh Lord, 'tis impossible. Wit! why he was 
abroad but two years, and all that time too in an academy ; 
he knows nothing of the intrigues of the French court, 
and has the worst mien in the world : he has a sort of 
an lU-natured way of talking indeed, and they say 
makes bold with me sometimes, but I'll assure you I 
scorn him. 

Mai. Truly he has made very bold with you, or he 
is foully belied : ha, ha, ha. ' [Aside. 

La^Squ. They say he's grown a great admirer of ma- 
dam Camilla of late, who passes for a wit forsooth. 'TIS 
true, she's well enough, but I suppose is not the first 
that has been troubled with his impertinent addresses. 

Mai. Indeed he would not let me alone, till I 
brought him acquainted there : he owes that happiness 
to me. But methinks your ladyship speaks with some- 
thing of heat by heaven she's jealous ! [Aside. 

jCadj/ Squ. . No, I'll assure you, sir, I am not concerned 
at it in the least. But did you ever hear 'em discourse 
any thing of me ? 

Mai. Never any ill, madam ; only a little idle raillery 
now and then ; but Truman and he are wont to be 
something lavish when they have been drunk in my 
company.— —Twill work. 

Lady Sou. Nay, I know he has spoken dishonourably of 
me behina my back, because he failed in his filthy designs. 
Madam Camilla may deserve better of hun, I doubt 
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not: but if I am not revenged on hb faUiood.— {.^lufr. 
Mr. Caper. 

Cap. and SaunU Madam. 

Lady S^. Where do ^ou go to-day? 

Cap. Will your ladyship be at the new play? 

Lady Squ. No, I saw it the first day, and don't like it* 

Mat. Madam, it has no ill character about the town. 

Lady Squ. O Lord, sir, the town b no jnd^. Tb a 
tragedy, and 111 assure you theref's nothing m it thafs 
moving. I love a tragedy that moves, niightilj^« 
' Sauni. Does your ladyship know who writ it ? 

Lady Sou. Yes, the poet came 9jad read it to meat my 
lodgings ; ne b but a young man, and I suppose be has 
not been a writer long ; be»des, he has had little or no 
conversation with the court, which has been the reason 
he has committed a great many indecorums in the con- 
duct of it. 

Saunt, I did not like it neither, for my part ; there 
"was never a song in it, ha! 

.Cop. No, nor so much as a danoe. 

MaL Oh, 'tb impossible it should take, if there were 
iidther song nor dance in it. 

Lady Squ. And then their comedies now-a-days are 
the filthiest things, full of bawdy and nauseous doings 
which they mistake for raillery and intrigue : besides^ 
they have no wit in 'em neither; for all their gentlemen 
and men of wit, as they style 'em, are either silly, con- 
ceited, impudent coxcombs, or ebe rude^ ill-maimerly, 
drunken fellows — ^fough — 1 am ashamed any one should 
pretend to write a comedy, that does not know the 
nicer rules of the court, and all the intrigues and 
gallantries that pass, I vow. 

Mai. Who would improve in those things^ must con- 
sult with Vour ladysliip. 

Lady Squ. I swear, Mr. Malagene, you are an obliging 
person ; I wonder the world should be so malicious to 
give you so undeserving a character as they do: I 
always found you extremely generous, and a person of 
worth. 
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MaL In troth, inadaii], your ladyship and myself are 
Ihe subjects of abundance of envy ; for I love to be 
inalieious now and then ; and faith, am the very scourge 
of the court : they all stand in awe of me, for I must 
speak what I know, though sometimes I am used a little 
ficurvily for it ; but faith 1 can't help it, 'ti» my way. 
. LadySqu. Ha, ha, ha, really I love scandal extremely 

too sometimes, so it he decently managed. But as I 

was saying, there is not a person in the world under- 
stands the intrigues of the court better than myself; I am 
the general confident of the drawing-room, and know 
Ihe loves of all the people of quality in town. 

Cap, Dear madam, how stands the aflair between my 
lord Supple and madam Lofty ? 

Lady Squ. Worse than ever ; 'tis very provoking to see 
how she uses the poor creature : but the truth is, she can 
never be at rest for him ; he's more troublesome than an 
old husband; coiUinually whispering his softness and 
making his vows, till at last she is forced to fly to me 
for shelter, and then we do so laugh — which the goed- 
natured creature takes so patiently — I swear, I pity him. 

Saunt. But my lady Colt, they say, is kinder to the 
sparkish Mr. Pruneit.. 

luidy Squ. O Lord, Mr. Saunter, that you should under- 
stand no better ; to ray knowledge it is all false ; I know 
all that intrigue from the beginning to the ending; it 

has been off this month besides, he keeps a placer 

again Oh, Mr. Saunter! whatever you do, never 

concern yourself with those players. 

Smmt, Madam, I have left the folly long since; 
when first I came to town, I must confess I bad a 
gallantry there. But since I have been acquainted with 
your ladyship's wit and beauty, I have learned to lay 

out my heart to better advantage 1 think that was 

finely said. 

Lady Squ. Vl\ swear, Mr. Saunter, you have the 
most court-like way of expressing yourself 

Saunt, Oh Lorcf, madi^n ! [Bows and cringes, 

fjidySqu, Mr. Malagene, these are both my intimate 
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icquaiotaoce, and 111 swear I am proud of 'cm. Hcie 
is Mr. Saanter sings the French manner better than erer 
I heard any English gentleman in my life. Besides^ ha 
pronounces his English, in singing, with a French kind 
of a tone or accent, that gives it a strange beauty — 
Sweet sir, do me the favour of the last new song. 

SmuU. Let me die! Your ladyship obliges me beyond 

expression Malagene, thou shalt h^r me. 

[Sings a Sang m a Frendk Um. 

Mai. What a devil was this? I understand not a 
word on't. 

SaunU Ha, Mfdagene, ha. 

Ijody Squ. Did you ever hear any thing so finet 

MaL Never, madam, never : I swear your ladyship 
is a great judge. 

Im^ Squ. But how plain and distinctly too every 
word was. pronounced J 

MaL Oh, to admiratioiv to admiration. 

^Miixi maniki amdi. 

Lady Squ. Well, Mr. Saunter, you are a charming 

creature O sad, Mr. Caprr, 1 long till night oomes: 

ril dance with nobody but you to-night, for, I swear, I 
believe I shall be out of humour. 

MaL That's more than she ever was in her life, so 
long as she had a fool or a fiddle in her company. 

Lady Squ. Tbo' really I love dancing immoderately 
— But now you talk of intrigues, I am mistaken if you 
.don't see something where we are going to-night. 

Mai. What, GiMidvile is to commence cuckold, is if 
not so 1 

Lady Squ. Oh, fy, Mr. Malagene^ fyl I vow youll 
make me hate you, if you talk so strangely,— ^ut let 
me die, I can't but laugh — ha, ha, ha— *Well, gentk- 
men, you shall dine with me to-day— what say you, 
Mr. Malagene, will you gol 

\ Mai. Your ladyship may be sure of me; I hate to 
break good company. . 

Lady Squ. And pray now let us be very severe, and 
talk nDolicknisly of all the town, Mr* Caper, yo«^ 
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hand : ob, dear Mr. Saunter, how shall I divide myself?- — 
I'll swear, I am strangely at a joss — Mr. Malagene, you 
must be Mr. Saunter's mistress I think at present. 

Mai, With all ray heart, madam-- — Sweet Mr. 
Saunter, your band : 1 swear you are a charming 
creature, and your courtship is as extraordinary as your 
Toice. — Let me die, and I vow t must have t'oUier song 
after dinner, for I am very humoursome, and very 
whimsical, I think : ha^ ha, ha. [Ejneunt, 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— 7%e Ordinary. 

Enter Mrs. Goodvilk and Lettice. 

Mr.8. Good. Did you deliver the billet 1 

Let, Yes, madam, faithfully. 

Mrs. Good. But are you sure you did ? 

Let. Can your ladyship think I would be guilty of 
the least neglect in a concern of such moment 1 

Mrs, Gflod. And are you sure he diues here to-day? 

Let. Madam, they sire now at dinner below : Mr. 
Valentine's there too. Oh, ril swear he's a fine roan ; 
the most courteous person. 

lyira. Good. What, because he hunts and kisses you 
when he's drunk ] No, Lettice ; Truman, Truman, O 
that Truman ! 

Let, 1 wonder your ladyship should be so taken with 
him : were I to choose^ I should think my master the 
more agreeable man. 

Mrs. Good. And you may take him if you will ; he 
is as much a husband as one would wish : I have not 
seen him thb fortnight ; he never comes home till four 
in the morning, and then he sneaks to his separate bed, 
where he lies till afternoon, then rises, and out again 
upon bis parole ; flesh and blood can't endure it« 
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f4i* But be always visits your ladyship first. 

Mn. Good. That's his policy, as. great debtors are 
always very respectful and acknowledging where they 
never mean to pay. Tis true, he gives nie what fiee* 
dom I can desire, bul God knows that's all. 

LeU And Where's the pleasure of going abroad and 
/getting a stomadi, to return and starve at home 1 

Mrs. Good. I laugb, thougli> to think what an easy 
ibol he believes me : be thinks me the most contented, 
innocent, harmless turtle breathing ; the very pattern of 
patience. 

Let. A jewel of a wife. 

Mrs. Good. And as blind with love as his own good 
.opinion of himself has made him. 

JLet. And can you find in your heart to wrong so 
.good a natured, complete, well-meaning, harmless bus* 
band, that has so good an opinion of you ] 

Mrs. Good. Ha, wrong him! what say you, Lettice? 
1 wrong my husband ! such another word forfeits my 
good opinion of thee for ever. 

Ltt. What meant the billet to Mr. Truman then 
this morning 1 

Mrs. Good. To make him my friend perhaps, and 
/discover if I can, who it is that wrongs me in my hus- 
band's afiection ; for I am sure I have a rival. And I 
am apt to beKeve Victoria deserves no better than ordi- 
nary of me, if the truth were known. 

IM. Why, she is his near kinswoman, and lives here 
jn the house with you; besides, he would never disho- 
nour his own family, surely. 

Mrs. Good. You area fool, Lettice; the nearness of 
blood is the least thing considered. Besides, as I have 
heard, 'tis almost the only way relations care to be kind 
to one another, now-a-days. 

' l£t. Yes, madam, yon never meet, but you are as 
Uid and fond ai him as if you had all the joys of love 
sdiovt you. I/>rd ! how can you dissemble with him 
sol besides, ^r. Truman, madam, you know is his 
ftiend. . 
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Mrs. Good. Oby if I would ever consent to wron^ 
my husband (which heaven forbid, Lettice !) it should 
be, to choose, with his friend. For such a one has a 
double obligation to secrecy, as well for his own honour, 
as mine. But Til swear, Lettice, you are an idle girl 
for talking so much of this, that you are : 'tis enough 
to put ill thoughts into one's bead, which I am the most 
averse to of all things in the world. 

Let, But, madam, thoughts are free ; and 'tis as hard 
not to think a little idly sometimes, as it is to be always 
in good humour. But it would make any one laugh, to 
think IVf r. Truman should be in love with madam Vic- 
toria, if all be real which your ladyship suspects. 

Mrs. Good. Ay, and with a design of marriage too : 
but a ranging gallant thinks he fathoms all, and counts 
it as much beneath his experience to doubt his security 
in a wife, as success in a mistress. 

Let. Besides, after a little time, he is so very indus- 
trious in cuckolding others, that he never dreams how 
swimmingly his own afiairs are managed at home. 

Enter Victoria, 

Mrs. Good. But hush — she's here. 

Vict. A happy day to you, madam. 

Mrs. Good. Dear cousin, your humble servant : hav« 
you heard who are below? 

Vict. Yes, young Truman, and his inseparable com- 
panion, Valentine. 

Mrs. Good. Well, what will you do, cousin 1 Tni-* 
man conies resolved on conquest : for with the advan- 
tages be has in your heart already, 'tis impossible you 
should be able to hold out against him. 

Vict. Yes, powerful champaign, as they call it, may 
do much ; a spark can no more refrain running into love 
after a bottle, than a drunken country vicar can avoid 
disputing of religion when his patron's ale grows stronger 
Uian his reason. 

Mrs. Good, Come, oome, dissemble your inclinations 
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'•s artfiiUy as you please, I am sure they are not so in- 
tlifierent but they may be easily discerned. 

VicL Truly, madam, you may be mistaken in yoor 
guess. 

Mrs. Good. Howl I doubt it is some other man then 
has caused this alteration in you. — Lord, Lettice, is she 
not extremely altered? 

Fict. Altered, madam ! what do you mean ? 

Mrs, Good. Nay, Lettice, fetch a glass, and let her 
see herself: Lord, you are paler thau you used to be. 

Lei. Ay, and then that blueness under the eyes. 

Mrs. Good. Besides, you are not .so lively as I have 
known you : pardon me, cousin. 

Let, Weil, if there be a fault, marriage will cure all. 

Vict. rU assure you, I have none that I know of 
stands in need of so desperate a remedy. Marriage ! 
fault ! what can all this tend to? 

Enter Page. 

Mrs. Good. Well, what now ? 

Page. Madam Camilla is coming to wait upon your 
ladysmp. 

Mrs. Good. Ha, Camilla! tell her 111 attend her: 
won't you go mth me, Victoria ? [Exit Page. 

¥lct. ril but step into my chamber, and follow you 
instantly. [Ejceunt Mrs. Good, and Lettice.] Whither 
can all this drive? Surely she has discovered somethuig 
of Goodvile's love and mine : if she has I am ruined. 

Enter Goodvilb. 

Good. Victoria! your cousin is not here, is she? 
IVbat, in clouds? I stole thb minute from my friends 
on purpose to see thee, and must not I have a look? Not 
a word? 

Vict. Oh, I am ruined and lost for ever! I fear your 
wife has had some knowledge of our loves: and if it be 
jBO, what will then become of me ? 

Good. Pr'y thee no more : my wife ! she has too good 
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an opinion of herself, to have an ill one of me ; and 
would as soon believe her glass could flatter her, as I be 
false to her: my wife — ha, ha. 

Vict. Yes, 1 am sure it must be so ; it can be no 
otherwise: but you are satisfied, and now have noUiing 
more to do, but to leave me to be miserable. 

Good. Leave thee ! by heaven I'd sooner renounce 
ray family, and own myself the bastard of a rascal: 
come, quiet thy doubts; Truman is here; and take my 
love for thy security, be shall be thine to-night. 

Fict, I have great reason to expect it, indeed. That 
you would hazard your uiterest in so good a friend for 
the reparation of my honour, that so little concerns you, 
and which you have already made your best of. 

Good. No more of that: love's my province; and 
thine is too dear to me to be neglected. Tis true, I 
have made him my friend, and I hope he will deserve 
it, by doing thee that justice which I am incapable ofC 

Fict. You can promise easily. 

Good. Ay, ancl as resolutely perform : when I have 
heated him with wine, prepare to receive him. 

Enter Mrs. Goodvile. 

Ha, she here ! 

Mrs. Good. So, so, Mr. Goodvile. are you there in- 
deed ? I thought I should catch you. 

Good. Faiths my dear, I have been speaking a good 
word for Jack Truman; my cousin Victoria's too cruel. 

Mrs. Good. Oh, fy, Victoria! can you be so hard- 
hearted to deny any thing, when Mr. Goodvile is an 
advocate ? 

Fict. I must confess it is with some difficulty ; but 
should I too easily comply upon Mr. Goodvile's inter- 
cession; who knows but your ladyship might be jealousl 
for he that can prevail for another, may presume there's 
hopes for himself. 

Mrs. Goedf Av, but cousin, I know you are my 
friend, and would not, though but in regard of that, 
do me such an injury : besides, Mr* Goodvile knows I 
dare trust him : don't you, love? 
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Good, Trust me ! yes, for if you doD*t, ^ all 
Credulous uraocence! [Aside.] Alas, my dear, were I at 
false as thou art good, thy generous confidence would 
shame me into honesty. 

Enter Camiua maiitfig' and MoueakU^; Truman 
mil/ Valentine ajierher. 

€kLm. For heaven's sake, madam, save me! — ^Mr. 
Ooodvile, 'tts safer travelling through the Deserts of 
Arabia, than entering your house : had I not run hard 
for It, I had been devoured, thafs certain. 

Vol. Oh, madam, are you herded t It will be to lit- 
tle purpo.<ie; I am stanch, and never change my game. 

Cam. But when you have lost it, if fresh start up, you 
can be as fully satisfied, who hunt more for the love of 
the sport, than for the sake of the prey. 

Vah But, madam, shoufd you chance to be taken, 
look to't ; for 1 shall touze and worry you most unmer- 
cifully, till I have revenged myself severely for the 
pains you cost nie catching. 

Cam. Therefore I am resolved to keep out of your 
reach ; Lord ! what would become of such a poor little 
creature as I am, in the paws of so ravenous an animal? 

Trtf. But are you too, lady, soiKild as Mrs. Camilla? 

Vict. Oh, sir, to the full! but I hope you are not so 
unmerciful as Mr. Valentine. 

Tru. No, madam, quite on the contrary, as soft and 
pliant as your pillow : you may mould me to your own 
ease and pleasure, which way you will. 

Vict. Tis strange two of such different tempers should 
so well agree : methinks you look like two as roaring, 
ranting, tory-rory sparks as one would wish to meet 
withal. 

Vah Yes, madam, at the playhouse in a vizor *, when 

* The practice of females appearing masked at the theatre, had 
been iatroduced after the Restoration, and was common at this 
pjeriod. It grew at last into a nuisance; and having been partly 
the occasion of a duel, was prohibited by government about the 
year 1705. 
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you come drest and prepared for the encoanter ; there 
indeed we can be as unanimously modish and imperti-> 
Bent as the pertest coxcombs of em all: till like them 
too, we lose our hearts, and never know what becomes 
of *era. 

Cam, But the comfort is, you are sure to find 'em 
again in the next bottle. 

Mrs. Good. Then drink 'em down to the ladies' 
healths, and they are as well at ease as ever they were. 
Tru. Why, you would not be so unconscionable as to 
have us two such whining crop-sick lovers, as sigh away 
their hours, and write lamentable ditties, to be sung 
about the town by fools and bullies in taverns. 

Good. Till some Smithfield doggrel, taking the hint, 
swells the sonnet to a ballad, and Chloris dwindles into 
a kitchen-wench. 

Vict. Tis presumed then you are of that familiar 
tribe that never make love but by contraries, and 
rally our faults, when you pretend to admire our per- 
fections. 

Cam, As if the only way to raise a good opinion of 
yourselves, were to let us know how ill a one you have 
of us. 

Tru. Faith, madam, 'tis a hard world; and when 
beauty is held at so dear a rate, 'tis the best way to beat 
down the market as much as we can. 

VaL But you shall find, ladies, well bid like chap- 
men for all that. 

Vict. You had best have a care though lest you over- 
reach yourselves, and repent of your purchase when 'tis 
too late. 

Cam. Besides, I hate a Dutch bargain that's made in 
heat of wine, for the love it raises is generally like the 
courage it gives, very extraordinary, but very short- 
lived. 

Good. How, madam! have a care what you say: 
wine is the prince of love, and all ladies that speak 
against it, forfeit their charter. I must not have my 
favourite traduced. Boy, bring some wine : you shall 
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prove it's good effects, and then acknowledge it your 
Mend. Well drink— 

Cam, Till your brains are afloat, and all the rest 
sink. 

VaL I find then, ladies, you have the like opinion of 
our heads, as you have of our hearts. 

Cam, Really, sir, you are much in the right. 

IHf. But if your ladyship should be in the wrong — 
Though love, like wine, be a good refresher, yet 'tb much 
more dangerous to be too busy withaL And though now 
and then 1 way over-heat my head with drinking ; yet, 
confound me, I think I shall have a care never to break 
my heart with loving. 

Mrs. Good, But, sir, if all men were of your cruel 
temper, what would become of those tender-hearted 
creatures that cannot forbear saluting ye with a billet in 
a morning, though it comes without a name, and makes 
you as unsatisfied as they poor creatures are them- 
selves? 

Trtf. Hah, this concerns me ! Blockhead, dull leaden 
sot that 1 was, not to foe sensible it must be she, and none 
but she could send mine thb morning. Well, poor 
Jack Truman, look to thyself, snares are laid for thee ; 
but the virtuous must suffer temptation; and heaven 
knows all flesh is frail. [Aside, 

Enter Boy, ttith Wine, 

Good, Now, boy, fill the glasses. But before we 
proceed, one thing is to be considered. My .dear, you 
and I are to be no man and wife for this dav, but be 
as indifferent, and take as little notice one or another, 
as we may chance to do seven years hence ; but at 
night ' 

FaL A very har proposal. 

Mrs. Good, Agreed, sir, if you will have it so. 

Good, The wine — now each man to his post. 

[TTiey separate. Good, to Cam. Val. to Vict. 
Trum. to Mrs, Goodvile. 
The word. [All take glasses. 
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7Vte. Loye and wine. 

Good, Pass — [I^ drink. 

Enter Letticb. 

Now that notbiug may be wanting, Lettice, you most 
sing the song I brought home Mother morning; for 
music is as great an encouragemeDt to drinking, as fight- 
ing* 

Letticb sings. 

How blest he appears. 
That revels and Icives out his happy years ; 
That fiercely spars on till be finish his race ; 
And knowiog hfis's short, chooses living apace ! 
To cares we were bom, 'twere a folly to doubt it: 
Then love and rejoice, theie's no living without it. 

Each day we grow older ; 
But as fiite approacties, & brave still are bolder^ 
The joys of love with our youth slide away. 
But yet there are pleasures that never decay : 
When beauty grows doll, and our passions grow cold, 
Wine still keeps it's charms, and we drink when we're old* 

Good, So, now show oie an enemy to divine harmo- 
nious drinking. 

^jB(w. Sir, my lady Squeamish is below, just alighted 
out of her coach. 

Good. Nay, then drinking will have the major vote 
against it. She is the most exact observer of decorums 
and decency alive. But she is not alone, I hope. 

£ojf. No, sir, there is Mr. Malagene with her, and 
three more gentlemen; one they call sir Noble Clum- 
sey, a full portly gentleman. 

TVtf . That's a hopeful animal, an elder brother, of a 
fair estate, and her kinsman, newly come up to town, 
whom her ladyship has undertaken to polish and make 
a fine gentleman. 

Fal. Tis such a fulsome overgrown rogue ! yet hopes 
to be a fine spark, and a very courtly youth ; he has* 
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Deen thb half year endeavouring at a shape, which be 
loves eating and drinking too well ever to attain to. 
The other, Fll warrant you, are the nimble Mr. Caper, 
and his polite companion, Mr. Sannter. 

Good, She's never without a kennel of fools at her 
heels ; and we may know as well when she is near, by 
the noise her coxcombs make, as we know when a cer- 
tain spark of this town is at ha«l, by the new-fangled 

ipngle of his coach. She comes «nd woe be to the 

wretch whom she first lights upon. 

Enter Lady SguBAMiSH, Sir Noblb Clumsbt, 
Malaoenb, Caper, a»if Sauntbr. 

Ladtf Squ. Dear madam Goodvile, ten thousand 
happinesses wait on you! Fair madam Victoria, sweet 
charming Camilla, which way shall I express my ser- 
vice to you 1 — Cousin, your honour, your honour to 
the ladies. 

C/tffli. Ladles, as low as knee can bend^ or head can 
bow, I salute you all. And, gallants, I am your most 
humble, most obliged, and most devoted servant. 
^That 1 learned at the end of an epistle dedi- 
catory. 

Good, Sir Noble Clumsey is too great a courtier.- 

Clum, Yes, sir, I can compliment upon an •ccasion ; 
my lady knows I am a pretty apt scholar. 

Lady Sfu, Gallants, you must pardon my cousin 
here, he is but as it were a novice yet, and has had 
little conversation but what I have had the honour to 
instruct him in. 

Mai, But let me tell you, he is a man of parts, and 
one that I respect and honour. Pray, gentlemen, know 
my friend. 

Fal. Hark you, Malagene, how durst you venture 
hither, knowing that Goodvile and X^uman care so little 
for your company 1 

MaL O sic, your servant, your servant, sir; I 

VOL. u. B 
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guessed this.Wiis tlfe duel you were going about. I 
8boUld Hot have left you else ; faitli, Ned, I should not» 

Chad, But, madam, can the worthy knight, your 
kinsman, drink 1 "What thhik you, sir Noble, of the 
ladies' healths? 

Clmm, In a glass of small beer, if you please. 

Ladjf Sou. Oh sweet Wr. Goodvile, don't tempt 
him to dnnk, don't! Ill swear, I am so afraid he 
should spoil hhnself with dthiking. Lord, how I Should 
loath a fellow with h red nose I 

FaL See, Truman, the two coxcombs are already 
boarding our mistresses. 

7Vm. Oh, ^twere pity to hitemipt Vm. A woman 
loves to play and fondle with a coxcomb sometimes, as 
naturally as witli a lap-dog; and I could no more be 
jealous of one, than of the other. 

Vol, I am not of your opinion ; they are too apt to 
love any thing that but makes 'em sport. And the 
familiarity of fools proceeds oftentimes from a privilege 
we are not aware or. For my part, I shall make hold 
to divett — ^Mr. Saunter, a word ; have you any pre- 
tences with that lady ? liab ! 

SmnU. Some stnall encouragement I have had, sir; 
but I never make my boast of those favours, never. 

FaL No, sir, 'twere your best course. 

Smmt. Oh Lord, vou are pleased to be merry. Sure 
he takes me for a fool; but no matter for that. [Sings. 

Would Phillis be mine, and for, &c« 

Enter Boy. 

Bojf. Madam, the fiddles are below; shall I call 
^emup? 

Mr$. Gcod^ No, let 'em stay a little, we'll dance be- 
low. 

Csjp. Hah, Ike fiddles I Boy, where are you ? 

[Cap» c^^fTt. 

B^. Here, sir. 

dip. Have you brought my dancing-shoes 7 
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J^4fjf, No» sir, you gave me fio qrder: but yotttfid* 

4ie isftielow uo4er tlie seat. of the coach, 

'Cap, Rascal, dog, fool; when did you ever.kuow 

me go abroad without my.danciiig-thoes I Sirrah* .nia 

tfaoine and fetch 'era quickly, or Til cut off both your 

.£ars, and have 'em fastened to the ih^\» of .those I 

,bave on. 

.7rti.It isanunp^rdoqabler^lty.sir, th^t yourboy 
.shpjuld forgiet your danciffg^shoes. 

Ci^p, Ay, hang bjyoa, btodche^d. he has no sense: 
I must get rid of him as soon as I can : I wouid.oo 
woredanoe^in a pair of shoes that we commonly wear, 
tthan I would, ride a mce in a pair of Qambadols. 

l^fy Sfu. Mr. Valentine 1 hope is a better bred 
gentleman, than to leave his mistress for wine, ilihear* 
..sir, there is a love ji^^tween you 9nd madam .Camilla? 
ITfaou monster of perjury. [JbiVal. 

Val. Faiths mad4in» .you aire much m the right; 
there is abundance of love on my side, bat I can . find 
very little on tier's : if your ladyship wouldibutstaad my 
friend upon. this. occasion.-r-*I think this is c^vil. 

Ladjf Squ. I'll swear, sir, yon jare a .mo«t obliging 
persjon—^ladies aod gallants, poor Mr. Valeiitiiie there 
is. fallen ju love, 9ud has desiied me toibe bis.advocate: 
who could withstand that eye, that lip, that aliape and 
mkn, b^des n thousand gracesin every thing be doesi 
Oh^lovelyt Camilla! guard, guard your. heart;;. but FU 
swear, if it were my own case, I doubt I should not — 
ha, ha, ha! 

Vai, Madam! What means all this? 

Good. Poor, Ned Valentine! 

Tru. Tis.but what I told Jbimthe must look for: 
but stay, there is more yet coming. 

Jbad^ Sfu* t^ay,.this is not. half what thou art to 
expect; TIKhaunt thee worse. than thy ill genius, take 
all opportunities to expose thy folly -ancUayiood «very 
M'het^^ tiillcl have made thee as ridiculous to our whole 
sex, as thou art odious to me. 

J^fil. .Buihas your.ladyship.no mercy ] Will nothings 

D 2 
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but my ruin appease you ? Why should you choose by 
your malice to expose your decay of years, and lay 
open your poor lover's follies to all, because you could 
improve 'em to your own use no longer ? 

[Approaches. 

Lady Squ, Come not near nie, traitor — Lord, ma- 
dam Camilla, how can you be so cruel] See, see, how 
wildly he looks : for heaven's sake have a care of him ; 
I fear he is distempered in his mind : what pity 'tis, so 
hopeful a gentleman should run mad for love — ha, 
ha^ ha I 

Mrs* Good. Dear madam, how can you use Mr. 
Valentine so 1 HTis enough to put him out of humour, 
and spoil him for being good company all the day 
after it. 

Ladtf Sfu. Oh Lord, madam, His the greatest plea- 
sure to me in the world ; let me die, but I love to rally 
a bashful young lover, and put him out of countenance, 
at my heart. 

Saunt. Ha, ha, ha! aiid I'll swear the devil and alt's 
m her wit, when she sets on't Poor Ned Valentine! 
Lord, how siHily he looks I 

Cap. Ay, and would fain be angry if he knew but how. 

Val, Hark you, eoxcomb ; I can be angry, very angry,, 
d'ye mark me 1 

Cinm, No, but sir, don't be in a passion : my lady 
will have her humour; but she's a very good woman at 
the bottom. 

VaL Very likely, sir. 

Mrs, Good. Now, madam, if your ladyship thinks 
fit, we'll withdraw and leave the gentlemen to them- 
selves a little; only Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter must do 
us the. honour of their company. 

SauiU. Say you so, madam? I'fiiith and you shall 
have it. Come, Caper, we are the men for the ladies, 
I see tha t Hey boys } 

Lady Sfu. Oh dear 1 and sweet Mr. Saunter shall 
•oblige us with a song. 

&mni* O madam, ten thousand, ten thousand if you 
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please. Ill swear I believe I could sing all day and all 
nighty and never be weary. 

[Sings, When Phillis watch*d her harmlets sheep, 
Not one poor iamb, &c. 

iEx. Saunter, Caper, and Ladkt. 
dance this ! now, g^tiemen, for 
one bottle to entertain our noble friend and new ac- 
quaintance, sir Noble Clumsey. 

C/iim. Really, gallants, I must beg your pardon; I 
dare not drink, for I have but a very Wieak brain, sir, 
and luy head won'i bear it. 

TVtf. Oh, surely that honourable bulk could never be 
maintained with tbin regular diet and small beer. 

Clum, I must confess, sir, I am something plump; but 
a little ftt is comely ; I would not be too lean. 

MaL No, by no means, my dear, thou hast an heroic 
face, which well becomes this noble port and fulness of 
thy body. 

Vol. GoodviLe, we have a suit to you : here is Ma- 
lagene has been some time in « cloud ; for this once re^ 
ceive him into good grace and fftvoui agmn. 

Mo/. F«ith, Goodvile, do, for without any more 
wordt^ I love thee with all my heart — fiuth ana troth, 
give me thy hand. 

Good. But, sir, should I allow you my countenance^ 
you would be very drunk, very rude, and very unman- 
nerly, I fean 

Mai. Drimk, sir, I scorn your words, Fd have you 
know I han't been drunk this week : no, 1 am the son 
of a whore if I won't be very sober. This noble knight 
shall be seciuity for my good behaviour. Wilt thou 
not, knight? 

Clum, Sir, you are a person altosether a stranger to 
me ; and I have sworn never to be bound for any man. 

Trif. But, sir Noble, you are obliged in honour to 
serve a gentleman and your friend. 

Chum. Say you so, sir? obliged in honour? I am sa- 
tisfied. Sir, this gentleman is my friend and acquaint 
tance, and whatsoever be says, rilstand to. i 
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Iffal. Haifk tlee, soh bt M^rs, thou art a knight afr 
ready ; Til marry thee to a Ikdy of my acquaintance, 
and have thee made a lord. 

Good. Boy, the wine, giVe sir Nohlie his glass. — Geur 
tleiiien, sir Noble's ladv's health. 

Clum. Odd's my life^ TH drink that, though I die 
f<)r*t. Gallants, 1 jiave a lady in this head of mine, a:nd 
that you shall find anon. By my troth, I think this be 
a glass of good win'e. 

Vol. Say you so ? take the other glass then, sir Noble. 

Clum. Tore George, and 86 I Will. Pox on'f, let H 
be a brimmer: jgenttemen^ God sav^ the king. 

MaL Well said, my lovely man of might. His wor^ 
ship grows gpod company. 

Tru. Sir Noble, you are a great acquaintance with 
Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter; they are men of pretty 
parts. 

Clum. Oh, sir, the finest persons the most obliging, 

|?eU-bred, complaisant, modbh gentlemen : they aVe ac- 
ipminted with all the ladies in toinfu, and are men of fine 
estates. 

Ttu. This rogue is one of those earthly iriongrels that 
knd^s the value of nothing but a good eslate, and loves 
a fellow with a great deal of land and ^ title, though 
bis grandfather were a blacksmith. [Aside, 

Chm. How say you, sir, a good estate ? odd's heart, 
give me the other glass ; I have two thoustod pounds 
a-year. 

MaL SaVst thou so ? boy, bring mor/e wine ; wine In 
abundance,* strrah, d'ye hear 1 Frank Goodvile, thou 
seest I am free, for faith I hate ceremony, and would 
fain make the knight merry. 

Good. Malagene, it shall be your task; drink him 
up lustily, and when thaf s done. We'll bring him to my 
lady his cousin, it may make some sport. 

VaL A very good proposal. 

Mai. Say no more ; thy word's a la#, and it shall be 
done. Come, bear up, my lusty limb of honour, ttid 
^ang wbriety. 



€bm. Ay» so my I, haog aotoiety—— drink, wlK>r^ 
vttity roar, swear, make « ncNse, and all that: bat be 
honesty dost bear, be honest* 

7V». I would yety fain be so if I could ; but the damned 
billet this niomiog won't out of my head. Well, madam 
Goodvil^, if any mischief comes on% 'tis your own 
fault, not mine. I did not strike first, and there's an 
end on't. [Muiie 

£fi«0r LimcB. 



Lei. Sir, the fiddler are re^dy, and th<$ ladies desire 
your company. Mr. Truman, my ladv wants you. 

Tru, Say'st thou sol I thank thee for thy news with 
all my heart. The devil I see will g^ the better on\ 
and there is no re^istipiig* 

Let. Sir Noble, my lady Squeamish sent m^ to tell 
you she wants your company to dance. 

Clum., Tell her I »m buisjr about a grand aflair of the 
nation, aiidcannot oome. — ^Dance I I look like a dancer 
indeed 1 but these women will be always putting us on 
more than we can do — • Boy» give me more wine* 

Hood. Mah^[ene> reipember, and use exp«iition. 

{Ex. Good. Ttum. Val. Lettice. 

GbfOk Sirrah* do you know me? I am a knight; and 
hese's a health to ^1 the whores in Christendom* 

MaL Not foigetting all the hdies within. Now we 
are alone I may talk. [DrtnAv, 

Chim. So, there's for you, do you see? [^^jetakiagkii 
Sirrah, don't you look scurvily; | have money in my 
pocket, you ipuyt know that. — Bring us more wine.-~ 
Malagene, thou art a pretty fellow ; dost thou love me t 
Give mfi thy ha^d: I wUl salute thy under lip. 



[Stofgerg. 

mbt 1 i 



Mai. Ha, what's the meanmc of this ? I doubt I shall 
almost be drunk as soon as the knight. Sir Noble canst 
thou whore? 

Cium. How, whore! what a questk>n's there! thou 
shalt be my pimp, and 111 prefer thee* 

M(^. What a rascal this knight is !* I have known as 
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>voTthy a person as himself a pimp, and one that thought 
it no blemish to his honour neither. [Aside. 

Enter Lady Squeamish at the Door. 

Clum. Hah, my lady cousin! — Faith, madam, you 
sec I am at it. 

MaL The deviFs in it, I think ; we could no sooner 
talk of whores, but she must come in, with a pox to her. 
Madam, your ladyship's most humble servant. 

Ladi/ Squ. Oh, odious! insufferable! who would 
have thought, cousin, you would have served me so 1~^ 
fough, how he stinka of wine! I can smell him hither. — 
How have you the patience to hear the noise of fiddles, 
and spend your time in nasty drinking 1 

Clum. Hum ! 'tis a good creature : lovely lady, thou 
shalt take thy glass. 

Ladtf Squ, Uh gud ; murder ! I had rather you had 
offered me a toad. 

Cium. Then Malagene, here's a health to my lady 
cousin's Pelion upon Ossa. 

[Drinks, and breaks the glass. 

Lady Squ, Lord, dear Mr. Malagene, whaf s that 1 

MaL A certain place, madam, in Greece, much talked 
of liy the ancients; the noble gentleman is well read. 

Lady Squ, Nay, he is an ingenious person, I'll assure 
you. 

Clum. Now, lady bright, I am wholly thy slave; 
give me thy hand. 111 go straight and begin my grand- 
mother's kissing dance ; but first deign me the private 
honour of thy 'lip. 

Lady Squ, Nay, fy, sir Noble! how I hate you now! 
for shame! be not so rude: I swear you are quite 
spoiled* Get you gone, you good-natured toad you. 

[Elxeunt, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Ooodvile^ a little heated. 

Gokl. What a damned chicken-brained fellow am I 
firown ! If I but dip my bill I am giddy. Now am I 
as hot-headed with my bare two bottles, as a dnuken 
'prentice on a^holiday. Truman marries Yictoria, thaf • 
resolved on ; and so one care is over. But then 

Camilla! how shall I get possession of her? ^Well, 

my mind misgives me, I sliall do something may call my 
discretion in question ; and yet I can't avoid it. Camilla 
I ido love, and must have her, come what will on't ; and 
no time so fit to begin the enterprize as this ; she may 
make a good wife for Valentine tor all that. 

EaUer Truican and Valentinb. Mtuic. 

Fy, gentlemen, without the ladies! did you quit 
champaign for this! Faith I begin to despair of you, 
and doubt you are grown as weak loven as drinkers. 

TVm. Goodvile, thou hast no conscience; a decayed 
cavalier captain, that drinks journey-work under a 
deputy-lieutenant in the country, is not able to keep 
ttm company^ Two bottles, as I take it» is no such 
trifling matter. 

Good. Oh but I hate to be baulked ; and a friend 
that leaves me at two bottles, is as unkind as a mistress 
that jilts me when I thought I had made sure of tlie 
business. But, gallants, how stand the a£Burs of love I 
Truman, is Victoria kind } I question not your friendship 
in the matter, but trust the honour of my family in 
yiMir hands. 

Vol. He. littie thinks Truman is informed of all, and 
po longer a stranger xm what score he is so wondrous 
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civil. But I am mistaken if he be behind with him in 
kindness long. [Astde* 

Tru, A pox on'fy I am afraid this marriage will never 
agree with rae ; niethinks the very thought on't goes a 
little against my stomach. Like a young thief, though 
I have some itching to be at it, yet I am loth to venture 
what may follow. 

G0od. Well, rU gio in and better [H'cpare Vieioria : 
in the mean time, believe it only my andbition to be aa 
well allied in blood, as friendsbip, to so good and 
generous a person as Triunao. [EM. 

Tru. What a damned creature man is! Valentiae, 
didst tbott believe this fellow conld be a villain ? 

VsL I must confess it something siivpriaes me ; he 
might have found out a fitter peffso» to put bis mteest 
upon, than his fiieud. Bnt how the ilevil got you the 
hwwledgeof iti 

Tru. Faith I'H lell thee; for I think I am no w»y 
obliged to conceal it — bis wife, even his very wife told 
me all. 

FaL I begin to suspect that Mrs. Ooodvile has no ill 
opinion of you ; I observed something but now, very 
obliging leiw«rd» you : beside^ when a woman begins la 
betmy her husband's secrets, 'tis aoertain sign she baa a 
Hund to cenmwnicatf ^ery inpovtant ones ^ her own. 

TrU. Valentine, no more of thai ; though k wonld be 
a lare revenge to make a cuckold of this smiling rogue. 

Vdl. Tis fifty times better than cutting bis thfoat; 
that were to do him more honour than he deserves. 

Mnttr Malaokni. 

M^L Ha, ha, ha I the iMest sport-'--T-^Jack Tni- 
man, Ned Valentine* 

Tru. Why, what's the matter } Where ? 

Mai. Yonder's my rogue, of a kiiifht, as dnmk a»a 
porter ; and fiiilli, Jack, I am but Uttk better. 

VA I>ear sir, and what ef aU tins? 



JMIfel. Why^- with a bottle under hbam, and a iaer- 
gkb» in hit liaiid, I set hia Mi diife at m^ hcN 
ISiijtaeaanslr ; fer aielhiDf el^ bul to make muehier, 
N<^ — nothiug else in tlie world ; for every bod^f knows 
I am the worst-natured fellow breathing : 'tis my way 
of#it. 

VaL Do you love nobody then 1 

Mai. No, not I ; yes, a pox- oif^t, I le^ yon- well 
ienougfa, because you are a rogue I have known a good 
white. Though should I take the least prejadice aj^itest 
yeftf, I could not afford yon a good word behind yonf 
Jkiek f<Mr my heart. 

Tru. Sir, we are much obliged to you : 'tis a tign the 
rogoA itf dnmk that he spesitt truth. 

Mai. I tell you what I did t'other day: faith 'tis at 
good* tf jetl a^ ever you heard. 

Fai. Pray, sir, do. 

Mni: Why, walking atotfe^ a lame felleiw followed 
me, tKd asked my charity, (which, by the way, was a 
pretty proposition to me). Being in one of my wkty 
m^nf ftis, I asked him how long he had been in that 
condition? The poor fellow shook his head, and told 
iii« he w«B bom so. But hovir d'ye tiuak I served hmi? 

Vni. Nay, the devil knows. 

JIM. I showed my pafts, I thmk t for I tripped up 
bflth fait wooden legs, and walked off gravely aboat my 
lousiness. 

'thi: And this you say isyon^ way of wit? 

Mai. Ay altogether, this and miraickry. I'm a very 

food iftinfiek: I can act Punchinello, Scaramooehio, 
Iflrleqiiiii, prince Prettyman, ot any thing. I can act 
the rumblihg of a wheelbarrow. 

Fal. The rumbling of a wheelbarrow I 

Mai. Ay, the rumbling of a wheelbarrow, so I say-^ 
19ay, liKfte than that, I can act a sow and pigs, sausages 
a-broiliilg^ a shoukler 6f nnittoil a-roasting : I can act a 
^ hi a hOMey->pot. 

7ri. That indeed fiitist be the effect of very euriolia 
/^bseryatioii^ 
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Mai. No, hang it, I never make it my business to ob* 
serve any tiling ; that is mechanic. But all thb I do, 
you shall see me if you will. But here comes her lady* 
ship and sir Noble. 

Enter Lady Squeamish and Sir Noble Clumsst. 

Lady Squ. Oh, dear Mr. Truman, rescue me. Nay, 
sir Noble, for heaven's sake. 

Clum. I tell thee, lady, I must embrace thy lovely 
body: sir, do you know me? I am sir Noble Clumsey: 
I am a rogue of an estate, and I live —Do you want 
any money ? I have fifty pounds. 

Val. Nay, good sir Noble, none of your generosity 
we beseech you. The lady, the lady, sir Noble.. 

Clvm, Nay, 'tis all one to me if you won't take it, 
there it is. — Hang money, my father was an alderman. 

MaL Tb pity good guineas should be spoiled : sir 
Noble, by your leave. [Picks up the Guineas. 

Clum. But, sir, you will not keep my money t 

MaL Oh, hang money, sir, your father was an alder* 
man. 

Clum, Well, get thee gone for an arch-wag — I do but 
sham all this while — but by dad he's pure company. 

TVtf. Was there ever such a blockhead I Now has he 
nevertheless a mighty opinion of himself, and thinks all 
this wit and pretty discourse. 

Clum. Lady, once more I say be civil, and come kiss 
me; I shall ravish else, I shall ravish mightily. 

Val. Well done, sir Noble, to her, never spare. 

Lady Squ. I may be even with you though for all 
this, Mr. Valentine: nay, dear sir Noble: Mr. Truiyian» 
ril swear he'll put me into fits. 

Clum. No, but let me salute, the hem of thy gar- 
ment. Wilt thou marry me ? [Kneele. 

Mai. Faith, nuidam do, let me make the match. 

Lady Squ. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are a 
•Irange man, and TU swear have a great deal of wit 
Lord, why don't you write? 
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Mai, Writel I thank your ladyship for that with all 
my heart. No, I have a finger m a lampoon or 8o» 
sometimefl, that's all. 

Tm. But he can act. 

Lady Squ. FU swear^ and so he does better than any 
one upon our theatres; I have seen him. Oh, the 
English comedians are nothing, not comparable to tlie 
French or Italian: besides, we want poets. 

awn. Poets ! why I am a poet. I have written three 
acts of a play, and have named it already. Tis to be a 
tragedy. 

Lady Sou. Oh cousin, if you undertake to write a 
tragedy, take my counsel. Be sure to say soft, melt- 
ing, tender things in it, that may be moving, and make 
your ladies' characters virtuous, whate'er vou do. 

CbuH. Moving! why, I can never read it myself but 
it makes me laugh : well, 'tis the prettiest plot, and so 
full of waggery. 

Lady Squ. Oh ridiculous] 

MaL But, knight, the title ; kuight, the title. 

Clum. Why let me see ; 'tis to be called, '* The 
Merry Conceits of Love ; or the life and Death of the 
Emperor Charles the Fifth, with the Humours of his 
Dog Bobadillo." 

MaL Ha, ha, ha ! 

F41L But, sir Noble, this sounds more like a comedy. 

Clum. Oh, but I have resolved it shall be a tragedy, 
because Bobadillo's to. be killed in the play. Comedy ! 
no, I scorn to write comedy. I know several that can 
squirt comedy.— Fil tell you more of thb when I am 
sober. 

Lady Squ, .But, dear Mr. Malagcne, won't you let us 
see you act a little something of Harlequin ? Til swear 
you do it ho naturally, it makes me think I am at the 
Louvre or Whitehall all the time. [Malagene acts.] Oh 
Lord, don't, don't, ueither: I'll swear you'll make me 
burst. Was there ever any thing so pleasant? 

Trv. Was ever any thing so affected and ridiculous 1 
Her whole life sure is a continued scene of imperti- 
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nence* What a daamed creature is a decayed .womad/ 
with all the exquisite silUness and vanity of her sex^ yat 
none of the charms! 

[Malagene speaks in PnncliinaUo'« voice* 

^Ladv Squ, O Lord, that, that ; that is a pleasure in- 
tolerable. Well, let me die if I can hold out any 
'longer. Pray, Mr. Malagene, how long have you been 
in love with Mrs. Tawdry the actress? 

iffo/. Ever since your ladyship has been off from the 
hooks with Mr. Vakntine. [In hig awn voice aloud. 

Lady Squ. Uh! gud, I always thought Mr. Mala- 
gene had been better bred* than to upbraid me with 
any such base thing to my face, whatever he might say 
of nie behind my back: but there b no honour, no 
civility in tlie World, that 'I am satisfied of. 

VaL Can your ladyship take any thing fll from Mr. 
Malagene? A woman should bear with the unlucky 
jerks of her buffoon or coxcomb, as well as with the ill- 
manners of her monkey sometimes: -the foob and ras- 
cals your sex delights in, ought to have the privilege of 
saying, as well as they have of domg any thing. 

Lady Sou. Which you men of wit (as you think 
yourselves!) are very angry you should be debarred of: 
Lord, what pity 'tis your good parts should be your 
misfortune. 

FaL Ay, madam, I feel the curse of it: I who had 
just sense enough to fall in love with so much beauty 
and merit, yet could not be able to keep the Paradise I 
was so happily possest of. 

Lady Squ. Thb malice and iil-natore shall not serve 
your turn ; I shall know all your proceedings and in- 
trigues with Camilla, and be revenged on your love to 
her, for all the affronts and hijuries you have done to 
mine. 

Enter Capes and Saunter. 

Cap. Oh dear madam, we ave utterly undone for 
want of your ladyship's companyj Til vow« Madam 
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%lt>odv{le b coming ^itli the 'fiddles to wait on you 
heiie. [C$i$ baekumrd$. 

Clnm, 'Sir, zre you a dandng-maiterl You are very 
nimble, m^thiniks. 

Cap. Ay, sir, I bate tl» dtand tftill. *But, sir Nolile, 
I tbougbt you had known me. I doubt yi>u may be a 
'lltde overtaken ; iaith, «dear heart, I am ghid to see 
'thee so merry. 

Clum. Yes,'I ilo'love d^rly to be drunk ooce a year 
or so, ''tis'good for my bodily health. But do you ne- 
ver driiikl 

Cap. No, sir*Ndble, that is not iny province, you 
know: 'I mind danciiig altogether. 

Clum, Nor vou 1 can't you drink, ha I 

Smmt. *No, I make love and sing to ladies. 

Clum. Whores to my knowledge, arrant rank, com- 
mon whores. A |)ox on your wvnaA of quality that you 
carried me to in tlie Mall. 

Tru. Wliy, what was the matter, sir Noble? 

CiuM. By yea, and by nay, a foul over-grown strum- 
pet, witli a'ruiinhig4>a^ instead of a-waiting-^oman; 
agreat deal of paint,' variety bf 6)d €lot]ies,aikl nothing 
to ekt. 

IxMfy Squ. O dear, let me die, if that was not extra- 
vagantly pleasant. 

TVm. I Mieve sir N6ble is math in the right; fori 
never came near 'these giddy, mtrigiiing blockheads, bat 
theytwere talking of love and ladies; nor ever met with 
a hackney stripping whore that did nolf know *em. 

*€iip. 'Ned Valentine, I have a kindness to beg of you. 

Vol. Sir, you may oomniand me aiiy^ thmg. 

Cnp. 'Why, you must know I am in love with Camflla. 

VaL Very good. 

Cap. Now I would have you speak to Frank GooU- 

vile, not to make love to her. as be does, t'fkith I can't 

bear it; for, to tell you the truth on't,'I intend to 

marry her ; I catched him at it but now : faith it made 

'iny heart ache, never stir if it did not. 

Fal, In troth, sir, 'tis very uncivil. 'Kroman, this 
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Goodvile has a mind to oblige us both ; he's providing 
a wife for me too as fast as he can. Camilla's his 
quarry now, I understand ; and by that time he has 
played as fair a game with her, as he has done with 
your mistress Victoria, I may stand fair to put in for 
the rubbers. 

Trti. Valentine, thou art upon too sure grounds for 
him there ; Camilla has both too much wit and virtue, 
and each with as little affectation as the other. 

Vol. Jack, after this I cannot but be very free with 
you. I know there is some love hatching between you 
and his wife: both our revenge lies in thy hands; and 
if thou durst not thyself and me justice, FU disown thee 
for ever. 

Trti. See where he comes, with a heart as gay and 
light, as if there were nothing but honesty in it. 

Enter Goodvile, tinging. 

When beauty can't move, and our passions grow colcf^ 
Wine still keeps it's cbanns, and yre drink when we're old. 

Good. — Jack IVuman, yonder have I and Victoria 
been laughing at ^hee tUl we were weary. She swears 
thou art so very modest, she would not for all the 
world marry thee, for fear of spoiling that virtue, 

Tru, Nay, then I doubt I have lost her for ever ; 
for if she complains of my modesty, she has found a 
fault which I never thought I had been guilty of before. 

Good. But that is a quality, which though they hate 
ever so much iu a gallant, they are apt for many rea- 
sons to value in a husband : fear not, dissimulation is 
the natural adjunct of then: sex ; and I would no more 
despair of a woman, though she swore she bated me, 
than I would believe her, though she swore she loved 
me. 

Enter Lady Squeamish and the rest of the Company, 

with the Fiddles. 

Lady Squ. Oh a country dance, a country dance ! 
Mr. Caper, where are you? you shall dance with. ma* 
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dam Camilla* Mr. Saunter, wait on Victoria. Mr« 
Goodvile, your humble servaat. Dear Mr. Tniman^ 
won't you oblige me 1 Madam Goodvile — ha, ha, ha ! 
rjl swear I had utterly forgotten Mr. Valentine. 

Fal, Your ladyship knows nie to be a civil person ; 
if you please. Til keep good orders. 

[All take out ike women. 

Mai. Faith Ned do, and Fll keep the raunc in tune : 
away with it : [Music plains,] Hold, hold — what insuf- 
ferable rascals are these? why ye scurvy, thrashing, 
scraping mongrels, ^'e make a worse noise than* crampt 
hedge-hogs. An old gouty dancing-master, that teaches 
to dance with' his spectacles on, makes better music 
on his cracked kit — ^'Sdeath, ye dogs, can't you play 
BOW as a gentleman sings? ha — 

Good. Sir/ will you never leave this nauseons humour 
•f your's ? I can never be with you but I must be forced 
to use you ill, or eadnie the perpetual torment of your 
impertinence. 

Mat Well, sir, T have done, sir, I have done : but 
'tis very hard a man can't be permitted to shew liis 
parts. 'Sdeatb, Frank, dost thou think thou under- 
sCandest music ? 

Good. Sir, I undentand it so well, that I won't have 
it interrupted in ray company by you. 

MaL I am glad on't with all my heart ; I never 
thought you had understood any thidg before — I think 
there I was pretty even with you. 

Good. Sauciness and ill-msumers are so ranch your 
province, that nothing but kicking is fit for you. 

Mai. Sir, you may use your pleasure ; but I care no 
more for being kicked, than you do lor kicking. But 
pr'ythee, Frank, 'why should you be out of humour so ? 
The devil take me, if I shall not give thee sucii a jerk 
presently will make thee angry indeed. 

LadySfu. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, how can. you be so 
ill-natured ? Fll swear, Mr. Malagene. is in the right. 
These people have no manners in the least, play not at 

VOL. II. • £ 



50 FitiKt^DBftip IK tAsmoir. 

all to dancing: Init I vow he himself sings a tune ex- 
treme prettily. 

Good, Death, hell and the devil, how am I teazed! 
I shall have no opportunity to pursue my business with 
Camilla: I must remove this troublesome coxcomb, ami 
that perhaps may put a stop at least to her imperti- 
nence. [Aside, 

Lady S^. Mr. Truman, Mr. Goodvile and ladies,. 
I beseech you do me the ikvour to hear Mr. Malagene 
sing a Scotch song : Fll swear I am a strange admirer 
of Scotch songs, they are the prettiest, soft, melting, 
gentle, harmless things — 

Saunt. By dad, and so they are, — In January last — 

[Swgs. 

Val, Deliver us! a Scotch song! I hate it worse than 
a Scotch bagpipe, which even the bears are grown 
weary of, and have better music. I widh I couM see 
her ladyship dance a Scotch jig to one of 'em. 

Mat T must needs beg your ladysliip's pardon. I 
have forgotten the laM new Scotch song : but if you 
please I'll entertain vou with one of another nature, 
Vrhich I am apt to believe will be as pleasant. 

Lady Squ. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you zte 
eternally obliging me. [M9\Bgene sings an Irish Crcn&n. 

Mai. Well, madam, bow like you it, madam, ha? 

Lady Squ. Really it is very pretty now — the pret- 
tiest, odd, out-of-the-way notes. Dou't you admire it 
strangely ? 

Mai, ril assure your ladyship I learnt it of an Irish 
musician that's lately come over, and intend to present 
it to an author of my acquamtanee, to put it in his 
next play. 

Lady Squ. Hb, ha, Mr. Valentine! I would have 
you learn it for a serenade to your mistress — ha, 
ha, ha! 

Val. My page, madam, isdocible, and has a pretty 
voice, he shall learn it, if you please; and if your lady- 
ihip has any further service for him — 



Laitfy $qu^ AhLordi wit, vit» wit, as I live ] Gome 
lei's dance. 

Tru. Valentine, thou sgrt something too roogb; lanr 
Afraid herladyshipwiU.be revenged; I see mbchiiif in 
iier eyes: 'tb safer provoking a Lancashire witcji, tbs^ 
an old mistraas; jand At is as violent in her malice too. 

Good. Maiagene, a word with you— hark ye, c<m 
hithen (Gofs to the door. 

Mat, WtU, Frank, what's the hnsiuess now? t amf 
clearly for mischief: shaR I hixA the fiddles, and turn 
the fascals out of doors 1 

Good. No, sir; but 111 be so ciVil to turn you oitf 
of doors« Niiy, sir^ no struggUog ; I have £»o|m<p 
within. 

Mai. Wlioo! pr'vthee whafs alt this foci Wliat f 
|ios, I know my lady w«ll enough for a siUy, affected, 
£mtafl|tica) §fipsy; I did all this but o'puxpose to shew her 
— let me alone, I'll abuse her wone. 

Good* No, air^ .but Til take move case of yonr lepu- 
tation, and turn you out to learn btitter ttianiien. No 
isesistsmce, as you tender your ears ; bvit begone. (E^t 
Mai.) So he's gone, and now I hope I may have some 
HtUe tjaae to n^self.-r-Fiddlea strike up. [Dance. 

Tru. Thus, madam, yqu iceely enjoy all the plea- 
sures of a single U&, ^nd ease yourself of that .wnQtcbed 
formal austetity. which commonly attends a married 
one. 

Mra. Good. Who woidd not hate tojbe one of those 
simpering saints, that enter into marriage as they .would 
go into aaunoery, where they keep veiy stuiutio their 
devotion for a-while, but jat ^ast turn as arrant sinners 
as ever they were. 

. Tru. Marriages indeed^ould be impaired to, as com- 
monly nunneries are, for handsome retreats and conve- 
niences, not for prisons ; where those that cannot live 
without 'em may he safe, yet sometimes venture too 
abroad, a little. 

Mrs. Good. Bol never, jAc, without a kdy abbeiSr 
or a cqnfessor at least. 

B2 
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Tru. Might I, madam, have the honour to be your 
cotifessor, I should be very indulgent and lavish of ab- 
solution to so pretty a sinner* 

Mrs. Good. See, Mr. Goodvile and madam Camilla 
I believe are at shrift already. 

Tru, And poor Ned Valentine looks as pensively as 
if all the sins of the company were his own. 

Mrs. Good. See, Mr. Caper, your mistress. 

Cap. Ha, Camilla! Sir, your servant, may I have 
the honour to lead this lady a coranto? 

Good. No, sir, death ! surely I have fools that rest 
and harbour in my house, and they are a worse plague 
than bugs and moths : shall I never be quiet ? 

Vol. Sir Noble, sir Noble, have a care of your mis- 
tress ! do you see there 1 

Cltttn. Hum — ha — ^wherel oh — [Wakes and rises, 

Saunt. Nay, faith madam, Harry Ci^r's as pretty 
a fellow 1 'TIS the wittiest rogue : he and I laugh at 
all the town. Harry, I shall marry her. 

Clum. Marry, sir! whom will you marry, sir? you 
lie. Sweet-heart, come along with me, I'll msLtry thee 
myself presently. 

Vict. You, sij Noble! — what d'ye mean? [She squeaks. 

Clum. Mean ! honourably, honourably, I mean ho- 
nourably. These are rogues, my dear, arrant rogues. 
Come along — [j^. Sir Nob. and Vict. 

Cap. Ha, Saunter. — 

Satmt. Ay, Caper, ha ! let us follow tliis drunken 
knight. 

Cap. Ffaith, and so I will— I don't value him this ! 

[Cuts. [Ex. Cap. and Saunt. 

Ladjf Squ. Ha, ha, ha ! well. Til swear my cousin, sir 
Noble, is a strange pleasant creature. Dear madam. Jet 
us follow and se6 the sport. Mr. Truman, will you 
walk? O dear, 'tis violent hot. 

[Ex. Lady Squ. Tru. and Mrs. G. 

VaL I'll withdraw too, and at some distance ob- 
serve bow matters are carried between Goodvile and 
Camilla. [Exit. 
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Good. Are you, then, madam, resolved to ruin me t 
why should all that stock of beauty be thrown away 
on one that can never be able to deserve the gleaiungi of 
iti I love you — 

Cam, And all the sex besides. That ever any man 
should take such pains to forswear himself to no purpose ! 

Good. Nay, then there's hopes yet; if you pretend 
to doubt the truth of my love, 'tis a sign you have some 
inclinations at least that are my friends. 

Cam, This Goodvile, I see, is one of those spruce pc^ 
lished fools who have -so good an opinion of themselves^ 
that they thuik no woman can resist 'em, nor man of 
better sense despise 'em. Til seem at present to com- 
ply, and try how far 'twill pass upon him. [Amde^ 

Good, Weil, madam, have you considered on'tl will 
the stone in your heart give way 1 

Cam. No, sir, 'tis full as firm and hard as ever it was* 

Good. And I may then go hang or drown, or do what 
I will with myself] lia! 

Cam, At your own discretion, sir, though I Aould 
be loth to see so proper a handsome gentleman come to 
an ill end. 

Good> Good charitable creature ! but, madam, know 
I can be revenged on you for this; and my revenge 
shall be to love you still ; gloat on, and loll after you, 
where'er I see you ; in all public meetings haunt and vex 
you; write lamentable sonnets on you, and so plain, 
that every fop that sings 'em shall know 'tis yon I mean* 

Cam, So sir, thb is something : could not you as well 
have told me you had been verv illruatured at firsti 
you did not know how iar it might have wrought upon 
me ; besides, 'tis a thousand times better than vowinc 
and bowing, and making a deal of love and noise, and 
all to as little purpose as any thing you say else. 

Good, Right exqubite tyrant ! Ill set a watch and 
guard so strict upon you, you shall not entertain a well- 
dressed fool in private, but I'll know it ; then in a lewd 
lampoon publish it to the town ; till you shall repent^ 
jmdjcurse ibs honr you ever saw me. 
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Cam. Ak would i could^ ill-natured, craermanf 

O&od» M, how'9 that? am I then mistaken? and 
fiave I wronged von all this while 1 I ^ ten thoiitond 
|)ardon8; curst damned iM)t that I was! I hjive jPuiued 
myself .now for eyet. 

Cam. Wdl, sir, should I now fofgive yoi;i all, coulu) 
you consent to wrong your Jady so for? you bate not 
yet bten married a full year: hioiy fnust I then suspect 
your love to n\e^ that can so soon forget your faith to 
kerl 

Go0d. Oh madam^ what do yon do? the name of a 
wife to a man in love i^ worse than cold water in a fever ; 
'tis enOQgh to stride the distemper to my heart, and kill 
me qitite : my lady, quoth^a J 

Cam. Besides, Valentine you know is your friend. 

Good. I grant it, he is so ; a friend is a thing I loVe to 
eat and drink and langh withal : nay, more^ I would on 
a good occasion lose my life for my friend^ but not my 
pleasure. Say when and where it shall be. 

Cam. Nevjer ; I dare not. 

Good. You must by and bv when ^is a little darker, 
in the left-hand walk, in the lowest garden. 

Cam, I won't promise you ; can't you trust my good- 
nature? 

Good. Charming creature, I do : now if I can but 
imake up the match between Truman and Victoria, my 
hopes are completed. 

(Jam. Hast^ ! haste ! away sir, I see Valentine coming. 

[Exit Good. 
JEnter Vai^entine. 

Vat. Madiam, you yire extremely merry; I am glad 
Mr. Goodvile has left you in so good a humour^. 

Cam. Ay, sir, and what may please you more, he is 
parted hence in' as good a humour as he has left me here. 

Enter Loi^ Squeamish, Bripget at ike Ddor. 

f^y ^i^' Valentiae and Camilla alone together ! 
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pom for all opiKmunity tp b« rev^ngedl ih, baw I love 
malic? I 

FaL Uogratefiilleat of women I 

Com. Fooliishest of men ! can you be so very $iUy to 
he jealous? for I find you are so : what have you ever 
.observed sipce fir^t your knowledge of me, thatmighit 
persuade you I should ever grow fond of 9 roan, as no- 
toriously hlse to ail women, as you are un'worthy ol 
mel 

Ladif S^. Has Valentine been false to her too? nay; 
Iben there is %om.e pleasure left yet, to think I am not 
the only woman that has suffered by bis baseness. 

[Adde. 

Vol, What then. Til warrant you were alone together 
half an hour only for a little harmless raillery or sol an 
honour I could never obtain without hard suit and hum- 
ble supplication. 

Cam. Alas! how very politic you are grown! yon 
would pretend displeasure to try your powen No— I 
shall henceforth think you never had a good opinion of 
«;ie; hut that your love was at first as Ul-grounded, as 
your fantastical jealousy b now. 

VaL What specious pretence can you urgel (I know 
A woman can never be without one ;) come, I am easy 
and good-natured, willing to believe and be deceived — 
what, not a word ! 

CSm. Though I can hardly descend to ^tisfy vour 
distrust, for which I hardly value you, and almost hate 
you; yet to torment you farther, know I did discourse 
with him, and of love too; nay more, granted hiiu an 
appointment, but one I never meant to keep^ and pro- 
mised it only to get rid of him* Thisismore tlnnl am 
obliged to tell you, but that I yvaated such an opdbr- 
lunity as this to check your preteuces, which I found too 
unruly to be kept at a distance. 

Vol. Though I had some reason to be in doubt, yet 
ibis true resentment and just proceeding has convinced 
jne: for Goodvile is a man I have little reason to tms^ 
as will appear herea(to» and 'twa9 my knowledige of his 
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baseness made me run into* so mean a distnist of ydue 
bat forgive me thls» and when I fail again, discard me 
for ever. 

Cam, Yes : but the next time I shall happen to dis- 
course with a gentleman in private, I shall have you lis- 
tening at the door, or eves-dropping under the window. 
What, distrust your friend, the honourable worthy Mr. 
Good vile! fy, how can you be so ungenerous? 

Val. There is not such another hypocrite in the world: 
be never made love but to delude, nor friendship but 
for his ends :»-even his own kinswoman and charge, 
Victoria, he has long since corrupted, and now would 
•put her on his best friend Truman for a wife. 

Cam. I cannot but laugh to thinlt how easily he swaK 
lowed the cheat : he could hot be more transported at 
jMMsession, than be was with expectation ; and he went 
away in a greater triumph than if he had conquered the 
Indies. 

Val, Where did you promise him ? 

Cam, In the left-hand walk in the lower^rden. 

Ladif Squ, So, in the left-hand walk in the lower 
garden; I heard that. But Mr. Valentine, you may 
chance to meet another there : let me die, this is plea- 
sant. {Aside. 

Val. And when? 

Cam. Anon, when it begins to grow dark. 

Ladi/ Squ, Enough, I know the time and place; and 
madam Camilla, I shall make bold to cheat you of yoiir 
lover to-night. Alas, poor mconsiderable creature, how 
this makes me loath her. [Atdde. 

Cam. Now would this news be more welcome to her 
ladyship madam Squeamish, than a new feishion, a new 
dance, or a new song. How many visits would she 
make on the occasion! not a family in town would be 
at rest for her till she had made it a jest, from the mo- 
ther of the maids, to the attorney's wife in Holbom. 

Val. But for some private reasons I would have k 
kept from her, and from madam Goodvile too. Th^re 
Are afl^ to be parried on to-night, wfaicl) tlie least 
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«cdd«Bt may inleiropt.— Beaadefl, I ha^e tlioDght iipon% 
and will so contrure the nutter^ that Goodvile shall keep 
his assignatioDy and her ladyship herself supply the place 
4)f the much-expected charimng Camilla. 

Cam. But woOld you, sir, do me such an injury as to 
jnake me break my word with Mr. Goodvile 1 that were 
inhuman. 

Fial. Good conscionahle creature, have patience, and 
don't you think of paying debts too fast; there's an 
account yet between you and I which must be made 
jeven, and I think I had best secure it now 1 have you io 
my custody. 

Cam. Ay, but sir, if I part with any thing, I shall 
expect to have something to shew for't. 

Vai. Nay, if I don't offer as lusty security and con- 
ditions as any man, let me lose all I lay dauii to, that's 
iair. » [Exeumi. 

Lady Squ. So, are they gone 1 Now let me but live 
if this intrigue be not extremely suiprizing. Bridget, 
go home, and fetch me the morning-gown I had last 
made m imitation of Camilla's, for periiaps f shall go a 
masquerading to-night, or it may be not ; but fetch it 
nevertheless. 

JBrid. Madam, won't the other serve? you may re- 
member you left it at my lady Foplove^s tf other night; 
that's nearer. 

Lady Squ. Impertinent creature ! and wouldst thou 
have me appear in it twice 1 Do as I bid you, I say ; 
and d'ye hear, bring me a mask with an amberrbead, for 
I fear T may have fits to-night. 

' Brid, I never knew her without fantastical ones, I 
am sure, for they cost me many a weary errand. [Exit. 

Enter Victokia. 

Lady Spt. Oh my dear Victoria! the most unlooked- 
ior happiness ! the pleasantest accident ! the strangest 
»very ! the very thought of it were enough to cure 
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when a man is in pursuit of a fresh one, is a worse 
omen than a hare in a journey. — I'll step aside thb way 
till she's, past me ; so farewell Fuhb. [Makei mauiht,'] 
[Eai. Vict.] Now for the lovely» kind, yielding Camflla! 
How I long for the happy hour I Swelling baming 
breasts, dying eyes, balmy lips, trembling joints, milUons 
of kisses, and unspeakable joys wait for me* 

Enter Truman and Valbntine. 

Well, gentlemen, now you have left the ladies, I hope 
there may be room near your hearts for a bottle or two. 

Tru, Dear Goodvile, thou art too powerful to be 
denied any thing. Tis a fine cool evening, and a swift 
glass or two now were seasonable and refreshing, to 
wash away the toil and fatigue of the day. 

FaL After a map has. been disturbed with the public 
impertinences and follies he meets withal abroad, he 
ought to recompense himself with a friend and a bottle 
in private at night. 

Good. Spoken like men that deserve the life you 
^i^JPy* I'll in before, and put all tilings in readiness. 

[Ex. Goodvile. 

VaL This worthy person, for his honesty and sobriety, 
would have made a very good Dutch burgomaster; but 
he is as damnable an English iiriend and gentleman, as 
one would wish to meet Mritlial. 

Tru. Valentine, thou art too much concerned at him: 
methiiiks Camilla's justice, and the pleasant cheat she 
has put upon him, should rather make thee despise and 
laugh at him, as I do. 

f^aL Truman, thou indeed hast reason : and when I 
shall know the happy success of the revenge thou hast 
in store for lum, I may do myself and him that justice 
as to scorn him, but am too angry yet. 

Tru. Then to give thee ease (for I dare trust thee) 
know this very night I also have an assignation with his 
wife in the grotto at the upper end of the garden, the 
opposite wiSk to that where he expects to meet CannVa* 
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^«l. Then I am at rest ; lets in. I have nothing else 
to do bat take care so to finish him, as that you shall 
fear no interruption : at least he will be so full of hu 
expectatioB of Camilla^ that he'll never dream in what 
posture his own affairs stand in another place. 

7V». Away then ; and may good luck attend us : ere 
yet two » hours are past his wife's my own. Methinks 
already in that secure, dark, private grotto. 
Close in my arms, and langubhing she lies. 
With dying looks, short breath, and wishing ^y^> 
And the supine dull cuckold nothing spies. [Exeunt* 



ACT IV. 

SCENE l.^-Night^Garden. 

Enter Goodvilb at me Door; Mrs, Goodvile, 
and hETTiCE/olioicing her, at the other. 

Good. So, I think 1 came off in good time: hold, 
now for Camilla : by Jove, I think I am little better 
than drunk. Hah! who's there? Victoria as I live; 
nay, it must be she, as I said before. The poor gipsy's 
jealous ; has had some intimatbn of my appointment 
with Camilla : FU loof off, and observe which ivay she 
steers. 

Mrs, Good. Lettice, I fear thafs Mr. Gtoodfile's 
voice : whatever you do, if any cross accident happens, 
be sure you call me Victoria. 

Good. Ay, ay, 'tis Victoria 1 vigilant devil! but I'll 
take this way, aud wait at the lower end of the walk. 

Mrs. Good. Lettice, look well romid you that nobody 
see us, and then follow me. [Exeunt » 

Enter Trvuav, 

* « 

Tru^ Thus jhr all is well. How I pity poor Valeo* 
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tine I yonder u be plying bmupen, as they call *en^ 
more furiously than a lore^n minister, thait comes int^ 
England to drink for the honour of his country^ I havr 
waited scwiething long though ; who cohms here 1 

Enter Lkttice, 

Let, Tis T, sir, your servant Lettice. 

Tru. My little good-natured agent, is't you I Where'i^ 
fhy lady 1 she's too cruel to let a poor lover langmsb 
here so long in expectation: it looks as if she rather 
meant to mtdie a trial of my patience, than my love : is 
she coming 1 

Let, Well, I swear (as my lady Squeamish says), you 
are a strange creature. But 111 go and tell her; tho'^ 
I'll vow I utterly disown having any hand in the busi- 
ness; and if any ill coinesof it, 'tis none* of my faxAU 

Tru. No, no, not in die least* Pr'ythee deqmtch. 
How's this! more cojiypany! who comestherel 

Enter Valentine. 

VaL Tis I, Jack Truman; your friend Valentine* 
Jhi. My dear enconrager of iniquity! what news I 

whore's Croodvilel 

. Vol. No matter for O^odvile; here £omes your 

mistsesiib 

Enter Mr; Goodvilb. [Valentine retiree. 



Tru. Now, now, nowl what Ae devil aib noe ? liow I 
419II iq«iake:and tremUe 1 — Madam,4ea;r macbm, where 
arejHHii 

Mre. Gaei. Mk. Tmman^ is't your voice 1 Lettice, 
yen may go again if you wiU^[&rie Lattice.] WeU» 
sir; I vow, sir, had it not been that I hate to break 
my word, I would not Jiave ventnied abroad this cold> 
damp evening, for a world. 

XhN» I'll warrant you, roadam^ while you aie in my 
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pMsessioUy no cold shall hurt you: come, shall we with- 
draiY to the grotto 1 

Mrs. Good. Withdraw to the grotto? bless me, airl 
what do you mean? I'll flwear you make my heart 
ache. 

Tru. Oh madam ! I have the best cure for the pa»* 
sloD of the lieart in the world.i I have tried it, madam^ 

'tkpfvbatum: come, come, let'ft retire Do, make ;& 

disturbance, and ruin yourself and me, do ! 

Mrs. Good. Nay, TU swear, sir, you are insufferably 
rude: you had best make a noise and alarm my hus- 
band, you had.; for, hang me» I shall ciyout. 

Tru, No, no, Fm sure you won't complain before you 
are hurt: and Til use you so gently— >hark l-^— don't you 
hear, there^s somebody coming. 

Mrs, Good* Where, where, wherel If we are seen we 
,are undone for ever. Well, 111 never give you such an 
advantage again. 

Tru. Fm sure you would not, if I shoidd let slip 
this. Come, come, delays are dangerous, and I can en- 
dure 'em no longer. 

Mrs. Good. Ah Lord, you kill me!—- what will be- 
come of niel— — ah-^ ICanies her in. 

Val. Nay, Yaith, madam, your condition is something 
desperate, that's certain. 'Tis a pretty employment I 
am like to have here; but it b for the sake of my friend 
and my revenge ; and two dearer arguments there can- 
not be to .persuade me to any thing. 

£nter Malag>rnb Bi some didance. 

Mail. So, lack Truman and madam GoodvUe have 
ot-dered matters pretty well, Fll say that for mykins'- 
woman, she lays about h^r handsomely. But certainly 
I hear another voice this way : Fll withdraw once again, 
there may be more sport yet. 

•Ftf/. Th^tt should be Goodvile: 111 step behind this 
tree, and see how he and her ladyship behave them- 
selves. This is hke to be a night of as civil business as 
V have known a great while. 



64 > FKIENDSHIP IN FASHION. 



Enter Goodvilb. 

Good. Death and the devil ! how that puny rogue 
Valentine has soused me! if I should have overstaid thc^ 
time now, and missed of my appointment with Camitta^- 
Truman is reeled home, that's certain ; and Valentiney I 
believe, has followed him by this time. Camilla, dear, 
lovely, kind, tender, melting Camilla, where art thou ? 

Enter Lady Squeamish. 

Lady Squ, That must be Valentine ; nay, I am sure 
it is he ! how sneakingly will he look when be shall find 
his mistake ! But 111 take care, if possible, that no such 
thing shall happen ; so mine be the pleasure, and Ca- 
milla's the scandal ; Til rush by him through the walk 
mto the wilderness. [Runs across the Walk. 

Good. That must be she : how softly she flew along, 
as if she feared to be too late, loosely atdred, and fit 
for joys! Now all the powers of love and good for- 
tune direct me. [Emt. 

Val. So, thanks to our stars, he's safe ; though a pox 
on't methinks this dry pimping is but a scurvy employ- 
ment. Had I but a sister or Unswoman of his to keep 
doing withal, there were some comfort in it — But here 
comes Truman and the lady; I must not be seen. [Exit* 

Enter Tbuman and Mrs. Goobvile. 

Tru. You shall not go: come but back a little,! 
have something more to tell you that nearly concerns us 
both: besides, Mr. Goodvile is in the garden; and if 
he should chance to meet ns» what excuse could we 
make to him? 

Mrs. Go6d. But will you promise me Victoria shall 
never rob me of your heart 1 she does not deserve it, I 
am sure, half so well as I. 

Tm. Kind, tender-hearted creature, I know it; nor 
shall she ever come so near it^ as to know that I have 
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(me. — ^Alas! we Ulk too long. [iVoMe.1 I hear companj 
coming, we shall be surprised and disappointed^ and 
then I am undone. % 

Mr$, Good. Ill swear you make me tremble every 
joint of me : what would yon have me do ? 

TVtf. See^see^who are yonder? 

[Exeunt Truman and Mn. Goodvile. 

Enter Goodyile and Lady Squeamish. 

Good, What a feastof delight have I had! surely she 
was bom only to make me happy I her natural and un- 
experienced tenderness exceeded practised charms:-^ 
i)ear, blest, lovely Camilla, oh ! my joy«. 

Lady Squ. Ha, ha^ ha! 

Good. How^s this ? my lady S^queamish ! — ^Oeath and^ 
the devil. 

Lady Squ. Truly, sweet Mr. Valentine, the same. 

Now, sir, I hope Vh gad! Mr. Goodvile! 

[They etare at each other. 

Good. Have I been mumbling an old kite all this 
while, instead of my young partridge? a pox of my de- 
praved palate, that could distinguish no better. 

Lady Squ. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, what ails you? — 
This was an unexpected adventure; but let me die, U ir 
very pleasant, ha, ha, ha! 

Good. A pox pn the pleasures, and you too, I say. 

Lady Squ. This malicious devil Ganiilla has over- 
reiached me: — Well, Mr. Goodvile, you are the wor* 
thiest person ; — had I an only daughter, I dursi trust her 
with you, you are so very civil. — ^Well^ umooenoe is the 
greatest happiness in the world. 

Good. Right, madam, it b so, and you know we hav^. 
been very innocent ; done no harm in the world, not we. 

Lady Squ. The oensorious world, if they knew of 
this accident, I know would be apt enough to speak re-: 
proachfuUy; but so long as I myself am .satisfied in the 
integrity of my honour, the worhHs « thing I defy and! 
iicom. 

VCfL. II. F 
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€hod. Very philosophically spoken: — but, madam, 
90 long as the world is to be a stranger to our happi- 
ness, why should we deny ourselves the gecond pleasure 
of congratulation! 

Lady Squ, Alas, alas, Mr. Goodvile, you cannot say 
that you have had the least advantage over my frailty: 
well, what might have happened, if the strict severity of 
both our virtues had not secured us 1 

Good. This affected impudence of her's is beyond all 
the impertinence I ever knew her guilty of. — Virtue with 
a pox ! I think I have reason to know her pretty well, 
smd the devil of any virtue found I about her. [Aside. 

Lady Squ. But, dear sir, let us talk no more of it : 
though I am extremely mistaken if I saw not Mr. Va- 
lentine enter the garden before me ; and am as much 
rabtaken if a lady was not with him too. 

Good. Hell and confusion! that must be Victoria: 
I thought indeed I saw her, but being hot-headed, and 
apprehending she came with a malicious design of dis- 
covering me, avoided her False to me with Valen- 
tine? 

' Lady S^u. 111 swear, Mr. Goodvile, I have long sus- 
pected an mtrigue between you and madam Victoria, 
and this jealousy has confirmed me ; and I would not 
fbr all the worlcl but have known it. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Good. Death, madam ! this is beyond all sufferance — 
disappointed, and jilted by Camilla! abused by Vic- 
toria! and with Valentine too, Truman's friend, who I 
thought shonld have married her ! — Shame and inhmy 
light upon the whole sex ; may the best of 'em be ever 
suspected, and the most cautious always betrayed. 

Lady Sqtt. Dear Mr. Goodvile, be |)atient: let me 
die, you are enough to frighten our whole sex from ever 
lovmg or trusting men again — Lord, I would not be 
^poor madam Victoria to gain an empire. I'll swear if 
you are not more moderate, you'll discompose me 
■trangely:-*How my heart beats ! 
* Gooa. P^iencc ! preach it to a galled lion:-^no, I 
am sure she is not far off, and I will find her ; suiprise 
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licr in the midst of her infamy and prostitution.— 
'Sdeatb, madam, let me go« 
Lady Squ. I will not part with johi you ill-natttted 

creature ; you shall not go 1 vow, I'll cry a rape 

if yon offer to 8tir-*Oh my heart, bere'i Malagene. 

Enter Malagbnb tinging, Frank, Frank, Frank, Sfe* 

Mai. Why how now, Frank; what a pox, out of 
humour? Why madam, what have you done to him? 
what have you done to him, madam? Lord how he 
looks ! — Why Frank, I say, pr'ythee bear up. 

Good. Hark you, dog, fool, concomb, hold that 
impertinent impudent tongue of your*8, or Yi\ cut it 
out : 'sdeath, you buffoon, I will. 

Mai. No, but hark yon, dear heart, good words, 
good words do you hear, or I shall publish ; by my 
soul, joy, I shall. 

Good. How am I continually plagued with rogues 
and owls ! 111 set my house o'fire, rather than have it 
haunted and pestered by such vermin. 

Mai* Faith, Frank, do: I have not seen a house o'fire 
this great winle ; it would be a pretty frolic, pr'ythee 
let us about it presently. 

Lady Squ. Dear Mr. Goodvile, you shall be per- 
suaded ; don't run yourself into danger thus rashly. 

Good. Do you near then, monsieur Pimponto; as 
yotr expect to live a quiet hour, run in and call for 
some lights, and return with 'em instantly. 

Mai. Say no more, dear heart, I'll do't ; if mischief 
comes not of this, the devil's in't — ^ut, dear Frank, 
stay till I come again. Til be back in a trice ; take 
t'other turn with' her ladyship into the wilderness; or 
any thing. [£!r. Malagene. 

Lady Squ. Let me not live, this Mr. Malagene is a 
very' obliging person, and methmks, Mr. Goodvile, you 
use him too severely. 

Good. I wish, madam, he may deserve that charap- 
ter of yon : bt is one of those worldlings you were 
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speaking of, that are apt to talk reproachfully ; and I 
believe knows all that has patised between us to-uight, 
for he has a shrewd discerning judgment in these mat« 
ten. 

Lady Sfu. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, what can he say of 
mel I defy even envy itself to do nie or my honour any 
prejudice : though I wish I had let this frolic alone to- 
night. 

Good. Frolic with a pox ! — If these he her frolics, 
what the devil is she when she is in earnest ? O he re- 
turns with the lights! — Look, who are tliesel by hea- 
ven the same. 

Enter Truman and Mm. Goodvile. 

Tm. Gently, gently, madam, for fear of an am- 
buscade; 1 wonder I hear nothing from Ned Valentine 
since, 

Mrs. Good. See, see, sir, here's Mr. Goodvile : haste, 
haste down the other walk, or we are mined. 

Tru. Fear not, trust all to my conduct. [£rt7. 

[As Mrs. Goodvile is going away, Goodvile 
catches hold of her goum-^^ihe claps on 
her mask. 

Good. Stay, madam Victoria; nay you may stay, 
'tis in vain to fly ; I have discovered all your falshood, 
1 have : was mine a passion to be thus abused ? I who 
have given you all my heart ! perfidious false woman ! 
— is your lover too ashamed or afraid to shew himself I 
where is he 1 why comes he not forth 1 

£fif IT Truman. 

TVtt. Here I am, sir. 

Good» Ha, Truman! 

[Mrs. Goodvile gets loose and Exit. 

TVii. Yes, sir, the same; ready both to acknow- 
ledge and justify my bemg here with Victoria, which 
I thought, sir, might have been allowed without any 
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offence to Mr. Goodvile. That she is innoeent as to 
any thing on my part, I am ready with my sword to 
make good : hut, sir, I wear it too to do my own honour 
justice, laud to demand of you on what grounds you 
ai^pear so highly concerned for a woman you were 
pleased to commend to your friend for a wife 1 

Good. Concerned, sir 1 have I not reason to be con- 
cerned for the honour of my family I for a kinswoman 
under my chaise to be abroad and alone with a gentle- 
man at this unseasonable hour, might alarm a man less 
tender of his reputation than I am. 

Tru. Sir, this .accuse won't serve my turn ; nor am I 
so blind as not to be sensible (which I before suspected) 
that Victoria has been long your mistress. — ^A pox of 
the honour of your fieimily ! you had given her all your 
heart, you said ; and your passion was not a thing to 
be thus abused : nor, sir, is my honour. 

Good. No, but dear Jack Truman, thou art my 
friend. 

TVm. You would have made me believe so indeed; 
but the 4aubing was too coarse, and the artificial fiice 
appeared too plain. One would have thought, sir/ 
that you who kieep a general decoy here for fools and 
coxcombs, might have found one to have recompensed 
a cast mistress withal, and not have endeavoured the 
betraying the honour of a gentleman and your friend. 
But, sir, I am glad I have heard it from your own 
mouth : I hope it will not be esteemed much ill-nature 
in me, if worthy Mr. Malageue and I join forces to 
publish a little, as he calls it. 

Mai. Faith, Jack Truman, with all my heart; now I 
have him on ray side, I dare say any thing — Frank 
Gbodvile — pugh ! 

Good. Sir, I shall require a better account of this 
hereat^er. 

Ladjf JSfu. Lord, Mr. Truman, what ails Mr. Good- 
vile I how happened this difierence?— I'll swear Fm 
strangely surpriieed. 

Tru. Your ladyship, I suppose, can best give an 
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account how matters are with him: I am apt to believe 
lie has been very free with you. 

Lady Sfu, Dear sir, what do you mean 1 I'll swear 
you are a scandalous person. 

Good. Sir, since yon are so rough, be pleased not 
to concern yourself with the honour of this lady ; you 
may have enough to do, if you dare justify your own 
to-morrow. 

Tru. If I darel — nay, sir, since you question it. Til 
convince you presently ;«^raw. \TheyJlght, 

J?nf«r Valentine. 

Vol, Hold» hold, what's the matter here? — Jack 
Truman, Frank Qoodvile, for shame, put up. 

Enter Mrs. Goodvile. 

Mrs. Good. Where is this perfidious false man! where 
is Mr. Goodvile? So, sir, I have found now tlie 
original of all my misfortunes: I have a rival it seenis; 
Victoria, the happy Victoria possesses all my joys: 
what, have you been fighting too for the honour of 
wour mistress? — Here, come kill me: would 1 had been 
laid in my grave, ere I had known thy odious polluted 
bed. 

Good. 'Sdeath, I thought she had been in her 
chamber this hour at least : — ^'tis tnie, my dear, I must 
own a kindness for Victoria, as my kinswoman ; but — 

Mrs. Good. How! dare you own it? and to my 
face too ? matchless impudence ! let me come at him, 
that I may tear out those hot, lascivious, glowing eyes 
that ivander after every beauty m their way : — O that 
I could blast him with a look ! — ^Was my love so des- 
picable, to be abandoned for Victoria ? the thought of 
it makes me mad : 111 endure it no longer, I will have 
revenge, orFUdie! Oh! 

Tru. Delicate dissimulation ! how I love her ! [AsH^. 

Good. Dear madam, hear ine speak—Madam, I 
^y thai— 



FBIBN08HIP IN FASHION. 71 

Mf%. G06d. I know you cannot want an excuse; 
dissimulation and falshood have been your practice : 
but that you should wrong me with Victoria, a woman 
that for the ^ake of your relation I had made my friend, 
(for every thing that was allied to you, was dear to me)» 
is an injury so great, that it distracts my reason — ^I 
could pardon any thing but my wronged love. — Let me 
be gone ; send me to a nunnery ; confine me to a chaiw 
nel-bouse; vile ungrateful wretch! any thing but thy 
presence I can endure. 

Chad, Is there every way so damned a creature as 
a wife I — Lord, madam, do you know what you del 

Mrs. Good. Fll warrant it, you would penuade me 
I am mad : — would I had been bom a fool I I might 
then have been happy ; patiently have passed over the 
many tedious nights I have endured in your absence^ 
contented myself with prayers for your safety — 
MaL O Lord ; prayers! 

Mrs. Good. When you, in the very instant, were 
languishing ia the arms of a prostitute. . 

Good. Lord, madam, I tliought you had bees hi 

your chamber now. Curse on her, what shall I do I 

Mrs. Good}, *Tis a sign you believed me safe enough ; 
yon would not certainly else have the impudence to have 
brought a new mistress umier my nose ; — I see there 
how guilty she stands — have you a stomach so hot that 
it can digest cankm, that has been buazed about and 
blown upon by all the flies in the town ? or was it the 
Amtasticalness of your appetite, to try how so coarse a 
dish would relish, after being cloyed with better feed* 
mg? — Nay, sir, I have been informed of all-— 

Val. Has then your virtuous ladyship been taking a 
little love and air with Mr. Goodvile this evening ] 

[To Imdp Squeamish. 

Good* Well, she has dealt with the devil, that's cer« 

lain;— a pox on't, I see there's no living for me on this 

side of the world : — go, let the coach be made ready ; 

in into the country. 

Mrs. Good. Nay, sur, I know my presence has always 
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been uneasy to you : day and night you are from nie ( 
or if ever you come home, 'tis with an aching head and 
heavy heart, which Victoria only has charms enough to 
cure. This hi the first year of our marriage ! nay, and 
to own it ! proclaim your own falshood, and my dis- 
graceful injury, in the face of the world, wh^n Mala- 
gene too, the trunipet of all the scandal in ' town, was 
by to be a witness; 'twas very discreetly done, and 
doubtless will be a secret long. 

Good. Whirr, — nay, since it is so, what the devil should 
i strive to smother my good actions — well, if you will 
have it so, madam Victoria has been my mistress, is my 
mistress, and shall be my mistress, and what a pox would 
you have more ? and so good-b'ye to you. 

Enter Sir Noble Clumset, Caper, and Sawtmr. 

Clum. How's this ! who's that speaks dishonourably 
of my love, and lady that shsdl be, Victoria % before 
George she's a queen, and whoever says to the contrary, 
lil first make him eat my sword, and then beat out his 
teeth with the hilt of it. 

Cap, Oh ! dear madam, yonder*s all the town in mas- 
querade ; won't you walk in 1 they'll be gone if they 
see no company ; Jack Truman, dear Jack, pr'vthee go 
and take one frisk : — as I hope to be saved, there are 
three or four of the finest ladies, the delicatest shaped 
women ; I am sure I know 'em all. 

Tru, Sir, I wish you good fortune, but I dare not 
venture ; you know my temper ; I shall be very boister- 
ous, and mistake 'em for whores, though if they be of 
your acquaintance, I know they must be of quality. 

Cap. i'gdd, and so they are; but mum for. that; — 
one of 'em is she that gave me this rmg; and the other 
presented me with a gold enamelled watch could not 
cost less than thirty guineas; — trifles. Jack, which I have 
the fortune to meet withal sometimes. 

Saunt. Nay^ sir, you must not come off so*— Victoriii 
joiir mistressi * 
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<*00rf. Yes, 8ir» and how are you concerned at it? 

Smmt Nay, sir, I can be as civil as any body — Vic* 
ioria your mistress! 

Good, 'Sdeath, you coxcomb, mind your singing, do 
you hear] and play tlic fool by yourself, or — 

SawU. Sing, sir, so I can^ fii, la^ la, la, &c. Victoria 
your mistress ! 

Good* Yes, sir, I say my mistress, 

Clum. 'Ounds then draw. 

VaL Hold, sir Noble, you are too furious ; what's tJie 
patter? 

Cap, Why how now. Saunter? how dost do, dear 
heart? — Sir, this gentleman's my friend, and — 

Good, Was ever man so overwhelmed with fools and 
blockheads? why you ill-ordered, addle-pated, waddling 
brace of puppies: — you fool, in the first place, sing and 
be safe — and you slight grasshopper, dance and divert 
me: dance, sirrah, do you hear? 

Cttp. Dance, sir, and so I think I can, sir, and fence, 
and play at tennb, and 'make love, aqd fold up a billet* 
doux, or any thing better than you, sir: dance quoth-a— 
there, sir. [Caper$, 

Mrs, Good. Nay, sir Noble, not only so, but owned 
and boasted of it to my face : Told me — 

Clum, Soul of my honour, 'tis unpardonable; and 111 
eat his heart for't. 

Good. Dear raw-head and bloody-bones, be patient 
a little. — See, see, you beagles, game for you, fresh 
game ; that great 'Towser has, started it already ! on, on, 
on, halloo, ImIIoo, halloo. 

[ITkrusta 'em at kit Wife, and Exit. 

Lady Squ, But dear Mr. Caper, masqueraden did 
you say? I'll swear 111 among 'em; shall I not have 
your company ? Oh ! dear masqueraders ! Ill vow I can 
stay no longer. [Exit hastify. 

Vol, Curse on her, she's gone, and has prevented me — 
Caper, Saunter, did you not hear my lady call you? 
sh^s gone to the masqueraders ; for shame, follow her ; 
;s||iell takt it ill you did not wait on her, 
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Sttunt, TBith, Caper, and so sbe will. Well, I tm re^^ 
solvecl to marry Victoria for fear of the worst : — Madam, 
your most devoted servant : I hope our difference with 
Mr. Goodvile to-night. — 

Mrs. Goad. Dear sir, it needs no excuse. 

Cap. My resentment, madam— 

Tru. You are too ceremonious, gentlemen, and my 
lady will fear she has lost you. 

Cap. Dear Jack, as I told thee before, I must bring 
thee acquainted with those ladies. 

Saunt. Pr'ythee put on a mask, and come among us^ 
Jack, faith do. 

Tru. Sirs, Til wait on you in a moment. 

Both. Dear soul, adieu. [Embracing him^ 

[Exeunt singing and dancing, 

7Vk. These coxcombs, madam, came ra a good time; 
they were never seasonable before. 

Mrs» Good. Diseases and visitations are necessary 
sometimes to sweep away the noisome crowds that in- 
fest and incumber the world. 

MaL As I have often said, I must publish, I roust 
^read ; and so good-b'ye to you. [Exit^ 

Enter Lettice. 

Let. Oh! madam, yonder's my master raving for hit 
coach: says hell into the country presently: has given 
order to disperse the company ; what will you do ? 

Mrs, Good. Let him go, 'twere pity (o hinder him: — 
ha, ha, ha ! into the country 1 Vd as soon believe he 
wouid turn capudiin, 

Tm. But madam, it was inhumanly done to come 
yourself upon him: one would have thought that I had 
used him bad enough for the wise mistake he made of 
Victoria. 

Mrs. Good. I would not have missed it for the world. 
Now would he come on his knees for composition ; and 
if I do not bring him to it within these four hours — 

TVtf . Why, madam, what will you dp t 
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Mr$, Good. Put on all the notoriotts aflfectations and 
ridiculous impertinences that ever the most eminent of 
CUT sex have studied, or the coxcombs of your lex ad- 
mired ; then, of a sudden, seem to grow fond of both 
those clincant* fook, which I am sure he of all things 
ioaths: yet do it so forcedly, that he himself shall find 
it only intended to give him vexation. 

Tru. Have you then maliciously designed, in spite of 
nature, to keep me constant? 

Mrs, Good. Wliich you will be sure to be. 

Tru. A dozen, new, fresh, young, unseen beauties, and 
4!ie devil hbnself in the rear of em, cannot make me 
otherwise; I never really loved or lived till now. There 
is nothing Vd not wish to be, cxcq)t the very husband 
himself, rather than lose you. 

Enter Valentin fi amf Camilla. 

Fat. Jack Truman ! 

TVtt. Well, Ned, whafstlie matter t 

Vol, Treason, Truman : your being here with Mrs, 
Goodvile, I fear is discovered ; I heara some such thing 
whispered among the masqueraders^ and Goodvile him- 
self seems suddenly altered ; I would advise you to come 
and shew yourself, and make the best on't. 

Mrs. Good. Let me alone ; TJl secure all, III war- 
rant you. Fm sure he can have no positive proofs : III 
instantly go and put all things in a confusion ; contradict 
all the orders he has given for going in the country ; 
shut up myself iu my chamber, and not hear a word 
of him till he comes upon submission.^-Leltice, follow 
me to my chamber presently. TEaii. 

Tru. Right exquisite woman and wife, good luck 
attend thee. [Erii. 

Let. Well, my lady certainly of a young ladv knows 
ber business, and understands the managing of a husband 
the best of any woman in the world : 111 swear she b an 

* CXtiww#— dretsed in fiaery; fsom^lhifmuati daML 
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ingeniotu person : forty ladies dow, at such an accident, 
would have been hurried and afraid, and the poor 
waiting-woman must have been sent forward and back- 
wardy and backward and forward, to hearken and 
enquire ; but she shows all her changes in a motion. 

Enter Goodvile. 

(jiod. How now, Lettice ? wbere's your lady ? 

i>f . Within, sir, in her chamber. 

Good. Are you sure of it ? 

Let. She commanded me to follow her thither but 
now. 

Good. Is she alone there ? 

Let. Ay, sir, Fll assure you she seldom desires com- 
pany — but I must hasten and follow her. 

Good. Stay a little — ^are you sure she was in the house, 
before this disturbance happened in the garden ] 

Let. Sure, sirl why 1 myself was at the chamber- 
window with her, when first she heard you exdaim 
against madam Victoria ! Poor creature, I was afraid 
she would have fallen down dead on the floor : I catched 
her in my arms, begged her on my knees not to run 
out ; but she would hear nothing, but in spite of force 
broke fromi me, and came hither with all that impatience 
and rage, the too sensible resentment of your uoKindness 
had raised in her. 

Good. Get you in presently, do you bear ; and take 
no notice of what I have said to you, as you tender your 
well-being. 

Let. Yes, sir;— but if I conceal a word of it, may I 
never serve a London lady again, but be condemned to 
be a country chamber-maid, and kill fleas as longas I 
live. [JSnY. 

Good. If I should have been in the wrong all this 
while, and mistaken my own dear wife for Victoria !-«- 
Ah ! Curse on this hot head of mine ! Pox ou% it b 
impossible ! Yet tfiat mischievous rogue Malagene was 
all the while m the garden, and he has been at bis 
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doubts and ambiguities, and may-be's with me; — by 
this light I am a cuckold, an arrant^ rank* stinking 
cuckold. 

£Mfr Victoria. . 

Vui. What will become of me ! whither shall I fly to 
liide my misfortune I Oh! that I might never see the 
light again, but be for ever concealed in these shades. 

Good* Dear Victoria, is't youl be free with me, were 
you really in the garden before, to-night, or no ? 

Vkt, I have not been out of the house since it was 
dark till this minute, nor had I come hither now, but 
that I. am destitute where to conceal myself from the 
malicious eyes and tongues of those, to whom your 
baseness has given an opportunity of triumphing over 
my misfortune and ruined honour. 

Good. Be not so ontmgeous; I'll reconcile all 
yet. 

Vict. Which way is't possible 1 By to-morrow morn- 
ing your very footmen will have it in their mouths ; and 
Malagene, that keeps . an o€ke of intelligence for all 
the scandal in town, will be q>reading it among his 
coffee-house companions, and at the ph^ whisper it to 
the orange-women, who shall make a Msome jest of it 
to the next coxcomb that comes in half drunk, to loll 
and plav, and be nauseously lewd with 'Sem in public. 

Good. I tell thee it shall not be; Malaise's my 
creature, or at least henceforth Fll make him so; I 
have reasons tot it, and to believe also that my wife, 
my own delicate damned wife, was the same I mistook 
for you in the garden to-night. 

Viet. Tis true, I was at the same time to see for 
her in her chamber, and she was not there ; but cannot 
believe her in the least guilty of what you seem to 
accuse her of. 

Good. Confound her!-- ^'s an exquisite jflt, tho* 
lough-paoed and practised in all the cunning arts and 
ilighU of fiilshood: 'sdeatb* how I could mince her ! But 
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here conies Malageoe ; he koows all^ and lH make bm 
confess all, or I'll murder him. 

Enter Malagene. 

Well sir, what say you to this matter ? 

MaL Faith, bully, I think my dear kinswoman has 
mauled you to some purpose ; Fll say this for her, she 
has the true blood of the Malagenes in her: Tol lol dara 
lal, Sec. 

Good. What is't you mean, fool? Be plain, and un- 
fold yourself. 

MaL Why yon must know, Frank, havmg a parti* 
cular esteem for my family, (the nearest relation of 
which I would go fifty miles to see banged) I do think 
her as very a — ^but no more, — ^Mum, dw heart, mum, 

I say. 

Good. Whaf s that you say, sir 1 what do you think 

my wife 1 

Mai, Ay what, Frank 1 what nowl 

Good. Nay, sir, that you must resolve me. 

Mai. Why then 111 tell thee, Frank ; dost thou really 
tbink I love tliee 1 

Good. I know yoi^ll say so, sir, because yon fear me. 

MaL Then pr'ythee do so much as lend me ten 
guineas for a day or two. 

Good. Oh, sir, to the purpose, to the purpose; be 

brief. 

MaL Nay then, mum, I say agam. 

Good. Will you never leave vexing me with your 
inpeiti&encel Must 1 be always forced to use you ill, 
to bring you to good manners ? 

Mai. Faith, child, I am loth to make mischief; I 
have been a very wicked, ill-natured, impudent fellow, 
tbaf 8 the truth on't : but I find I lose myself by k ; the 
very poets themselves, that were wont to stand in awe 
of me, care not a louse for me now ; and there's not a 
conmon whore in town but calls me rogue and roseal 
to my fiice, as impudemtly as if I were her pimp. 
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Good. Therefore, sir, resolve to turn honest, aad be 
just to your friend. 

Mmi. The devil take me, Frank, if thou art not a 
very impertinent fellow : — know ! why who should 
know better than yourself? ha! 

Good, Here are five guineas for yon, upon conditkNi 
you make a full and true relation of all you have dis- 
covered this night. 

Mai. ril do't ; down with your dust. 

Good. What will not this rakehell do to borrow 
money? I knew him make love to a chamber-maid till 
he had bcH-rowed five pounds of her, at half a crown a 
time. 

Mai. Well, Frank Goodvile, you may think as you 
please of me ; but hang me like a dog, if 1 am not a very 
honest feHow in my heart — ^You would have me deal 
fteely with you, you say, in this bnsioessi 

Good. I would so, sir, or I shall deal very rmighly 
with you. 

Mai. And you lent me these five guineas to that 
purpose? 

Good. You are much in the right, sir. 

MaL Then to make short of the matter, thou art as 
arrant a poor siUy cuckold as one would wish to drink 
withal, and confound me if I shall not be ashamed of 
thy company. 

Good, Confounded wliore ! — Oh for a legion of devils 
to hurry her to hell, and that I had but the driving 
of 'em ! 

Mai. Nay, nay, man, since *tis so, never be angry for 
the matter. What a pox, you thought to put the 
mistress upon Tmman! Truman has put the cuckold 
upon you; Valentine has been pimp in the business; 
and the devil take me if I don't think myself the 
honestest fellow amongst you. 

' Vict. Now, sir, consider what a wretched thing you 
have made me. 

Good. No more ; I'm thine, and here I seal ny lieart 
to thee for ever. 
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Mai. Well, Fmnk, can I serve thee any faither iif 
this business ? 

Good. That, sir, is as time shall try: and to convince 
you how fit I think you for my purpose, I know you are 
a rascal not to be trusted : therefore observe it, if yoiv 
offer to stir beyond the limits I set you, at that very 
instant I'll murder you. 

MaL Pr'ytliee talk not to me of limits and murder* 
ing ; t hope you take me, sir, (under the rose) for no 
fool : and what a pox do you think to make of me ? 

Good, A spaniel to hunt and set the game I mean to 
take : Oh ! Malagene, there will be mischief, Malagene, 
and new ripe fresh scandal to treat of: I know it is an 
office thou lovest, and therefore do it to oblige thee. 

Mai. rfaith, and so I do with all my heart : but, 
Frank, I don't know how thb business will be brought 
about well : I have promised to meet two or three hearty 
old souls to-morrow at dinner, to swear and drink, and 
talk bawdy and treason together for an hour or two ; 
they are all atheists, and very honest fellows. 

Good. O, sir, you may be hanged in good time : but 
for this present occasion I must use you : Victoria, do 
yon with all your utmost art dissemble but the least 
knowledge of what has happened to-night : and sir, do 
you keep still that lying, sneering, ugly, merry fi^e 
which you always wear when you design mischief ^ III 
pretend thb morning to pursue my design of going into 
the country ; then when they are in the height of their 
pleasures and assurance of their safety, return and sur- 
prize 'em. 

Vict. But do you believe, sir, that you can ntterly- 
abandon all sense of your past love and tenderness for a 
woman who has been so dear to you 1 you will be apt 
to relapse again. 

Good. I will sooner return to my vomit: l am ra- 
ther glad of the occasion to be rid of so troablesome^ 
uneasy a burden: a wife after a year, like a garment 
that hsA been worn too long, hangs loose and awkwardly 
on a mfm, apd grows a scandal to him that wears it.. 



' VUt But can you then resolve to quit and disown hei^ 
for ever? 

Good. For ever, my Victoria ! — No more, but straight 
go to thy chamber, and wait for the happy issue : — you^ 
sir, keep close to me, — Quit her! as cheerfully as I 
would a shoe that wrings me. Then how loosely shall 
i Move, 

Free and unbc^aiirded t&ste the sweats of life ! 
Lote where I please, and know no more the strife 
That's bred by that domestic plague calFd wife. . 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Victoriar* Chamber. 

Enier ViCTOUiA. 

J^ct. Now I am satisfied I must be wretched ! oh love I 
unhappy women's curse, and men's slight game to pas» 
their idle time at : I find too in myself the common 
compadion of mfamy, malice. Has Goodviie's wiffif 
ever wronged me 1 Never. Why then should I conspuB 
to betray her ? no, let my revenge light wholly on that 
fidse, peijured man; as he has deceived and ruined me, 
m play false with him ; make myself privy to his whole 
design of surprising Truman and his wife together ; then 
like a true mistress, betray his counsels to her, that she, 
like a true wife, may^ spite of his teeth, deceive him 
^nite, and so I have the pleasure of seeiug him a sealed, 
stigmatized, fond, believing cuckold ; 'twill at least be. 
some ease to me. Here he comes equipped and pre- 
pared for the pretended journey. 

Enter Goody iLB and Boy ^ 

Ge&d, Go bid the coachman hasten, and get all 
VOL. II. e 



dungs Kady ; I^ttki uneasy tiUI am gone. Tb time wa 
were set out. 

The wolves have prey*d ; and look, the gentle day. 
Before the wheels oflHioehuSi all about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray. 

Wife! adieUfdear wife. Ah, my Victoria, up ulreadyl 
so diligent to wish me a liappy journey] certainly my 
good angel is like tftiee, and whenjsoever I err must meet 
me in thy shape, and with such softness smile and direct 



Vict, As those whom Will with the Wisp bewitches 
Thro' bogs, thro' hedges, and thro* ditches*. 

Good. No» thou hast led me out of the crooked, fro- . 
ward road of matrimony, into the pleasant, easy path 
of love, where I can never lose my way, and must he 
always happy. But where's Malagene 1 

Vict, Below with sir Noble. Whilst the butler was 
asleep, they stole the kt^ from him : and there they are 
with the fat, red-faced nddler that plays upon the bass, 
sitting cro8ft4egged upon the iSoor, stripped to their 
shirts, and drifting bawdy healths. 

Good. That ftdsome rogue w^ ruin all our business.. 
See here what I have discovered ; just now in the private 
comer of a window, (a phice, I suppose* appointed lor 
the pmrpose) I found thb biUet to my sweet wife. 

iJUads.) ** If Goodvile goes out of town this morniqg* 
^ let me know it, that I uuiy wait on you, and teU you 
^ the rest of my heart, for you do not know how muck 
** I love you yet. Tmman." 

Now if I am not a cuckold, let any honest Wittol 
judge, lia, ha, ha! How it pleases me! bloodl fire! 
and da^ers! 

VuA. But, 8ir,-what do yoo lesdve on ? 



* This seems a parody upon — 

■* Aa mifahttu that bewitches, 

" Analeads men into pools and dkchcs.** 

iSriiA«r»part^ 



ijodd. As P told thee, instantly to pfetend a journey 
6iit of town, and return and surprize 'em : for I am sure 
they'll not be long asander when I am out of the way : 
oh ! this billet is a very honest billet, and I kbow won't 
fie^ But why shonld I spend my time In talking of what 
but vexes me, when pleasures are so near me? come, my 
Yietoria, take me to thy arms ; a moment's joy with 
thee would sweeten years of cares. The detil — 

Enter Mf$. Goodvils and LetticIs. 

Mrs, Good, Good-morning to yon, sir. 

Good, Good-night to you, madam. 

Mro. Good, How so, sir? 

Good. Why, good-night or good-moh'ow His all ornf 
ceremony is the least thing I take care of: you see I amr 
busy. 

Mrs, Good, 1 must confess, considering the hrnnble 
duty of a wife, 'tis something rude in me to interrupt 
yon; but I hope,' when you know my intentions^ you^U 
pardon me. They were ohly to take a civil leate 6f 
you: I find yon are preparing for the country, sir. 

Good, Ay I a little air ^vill be very seasonabfe at pre- 
sent, madam ; I sliall grow rank else, and all the com- 
pany I keep will smell me out. 

Mrs, €^ood. Oh! what joy will fill each neighbour- 
mg village, to hear our landlord's honour's coming down. 
The bells shall gingle out of tune all day ; and at night 
the curate of the hamlet comes, in the name of the 
whole parish, to bid his patron wekome into the contah 
t#y» and invite himself the next Lord's day to dinner. 

Good, I anr ghid to see yon so pleasant, madum. 

Mrs, Good, Then the next morning our tenant's 
dainly daughter is sent with a present of pippins of the 
largest size, culled by the good old drudge her mother, 
winok she delivers with a catt'sy, and bhishes in expec- 
tation of what his worship will bestow upon her^ 

G904. Ob, flttdam, let not any thoughts of that na- 
iairdbturb you ; I shall leave all my wanton inclinatioMK 

Q2 
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here, and only please myself when I am tbere» sometimes 
to contemplate your ladyship's picture in the gallery. 

Mr9. Good. Then conie the country squires, and 
their dogs, the cleanlier sort of creatures of the two : 
straight we're invited to the noble hunt, and not a deer 
in all the forest's safe. 

Good. No, madam ; no homed beast shall suffer for 
my pleasure ; I am lately grown a philosopher, madam ; 
and find we ought not to hurt our fellow-creatures. 

Mrs. Good. What b the reason that you use me thus? 

Good. What v^t I would not do to purchase quiet- 
ness? Your injurious su^icions of me were tolerable, 
but the wrongs your jealousy has done Victoria — 

Mrs. Good. I jealous of Victoria! No, though my 
passion last night made me extravagant, when I disco- 
vered you with that naughty lady Squeamish, which I 
can easily forgive, if youll but promise to forget her : 
for I am confident it was vour first transgression. 

Good. Very quaint and pretty. 

Mrs. Good. Ifet I am too well satisfied of Victoria's 
virtue, for she's my friend ; and though I should see 
her in your arms, I could not harbour such a thought. 
No, Victoria, you must love me, and FU love vou; 
you shall call me your love, and 111 call you my dear ; 
and we'll always go to the play together, and to the 
park together, and every where together; and when 
Mr. Goodvile's out of town, we'll lie together. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. .Sir, the coach is ready. 

Good. You think, madam, you have a fine easy fool 
to play withal, but the gayness of your face is too 
thin to hide the rancour of your heart; and so my 
dear, jocund, witty, devil wife, I take my leave of you, 
never more from this minute to look on you. 

Mrs. Good. Are you then inexorable I Relentless 
cruel man ! 

€iood. Good, easy, melting, kind-heaited woman, 
frrewell. [£ril« 



•VRIVNDSH1P IK VASHION. tS 

Mrs. Crood. Ah wretched me! 

Lei. My lady swoons. Dear madam Victoria, has- 
ten and bring my master back again ; you can do any 
4bing with him. [Exit Victoria. 

Mrs. Good. No, no^ Lettice 1 Let bun alone, art 
4hou sure he's gone. 

Lei, I hope so, madam. 

Mro. Good. Then so soon as I am returned to my 
chamber, be sure you go yourself to Mr. Truman, and 
tell him if he has nodung dse to do he may come hither 
to-day. 

EiUer ViCTOBi A. 

Vici. There.is no prerailmg with him, he.ciies aloud 
hb house is infected, and 4hiit no man that values his 
health will stay in it. My lady Squeamish too is ar- 
rived just as he left the door; 1 am sore she'll come in; 
will vou see her, madamt 

mro. Good. Oh I am sick at the very name of her: 
Jet all the doors be barred against her, and gunpowder 
put under each threshold place, ready to blow her up if 
she but offer an entrance. Lettice, lend me your hand 
a little ; I'll to my chamber instantly : oh my head! 

lExii with Lettke. 

VUi. This management of her^s so charms mc^ that I 
can almost forget all the mischief she has done me: 
tb true she reproached me, but 'twas done so hand- 
somely that I doubly deserved it to have taken notice 
of it. 

Enter Ladg SguBAHiSH. 

Lady Sfu. Oh dear, Victoria, what will become of 
' mel I am lost and undone for ever : oh I shall die, I 
shall die! the lord of my heart, the jewel of my soul 
is fidse to me. 

VicU What ai)s your ladyship? surely she's dbtractec^. 

Lady Sfi. Oh Goodvile, Goodvile ! the false, cruel, 

remorseless Goodvile ! I came just as hb coach was 
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parting from tlie door, yet he would not speok to me^ 
would Imrdly see nfx^, but away he drove, and smUing 
iqocked xny sorrows. 

Vict* Al^s ! her ladyship b passionate, as I live very 
passion^ite. 

Lady Squ, So Theseus left the wretched Ariadne oo 
the shore ; so fled the false ^neas fro^l his Dido. 

Vict. What could you expect less of him, madam ? 
Falshoo4 is his province ; your ladyship should have 
made choice of a civil, fik>ber9 discreet person; but 
Goodvile you know is a spark, a very spark. 

Ladi/ Squ. That has been my ruin ; it was therefore 
I adored him; what woman wo^ld doat on a dull mer 
lancholy ass, because she might be sure of him ] No, 
a spark is my life, my darling, the joy of my soul. Oh 
bow I doat on a spark ! 1 could live and die with ^ 
spark., Victoria, I make you a confident, and you must 
pardon me for robbing you of Mr. Goodvile : coiuCf 
come, I know all. 

Vict. Your ladyship knows more th,^ all the world 
Resides. 

Lady Squ, And, as I was saying, a spark is the 
dearest thuig to me in the world; I have had acr 
quaintance I think with all the sparks. Well^ one of 
'em that you know lyas a sweet person : oh he danced, 
and sung, and dresjt to a miracle ; and then he spoke 
French as if lie had been bred all his life-time at Paris, 
and admired every thing that was French ; besides, he 
would look so languishingly, ^nd lisp so prettily wheji 
he talked ; and then never wanted discourse : Til swear 
he has entertain.ed me twi> lioucs together with the de- 
scription of an equipage. 

VicL Th^t must needs hfi very ^haruuiig. 

Lady Squ. But A^r, Goodvile was a wit too: oh| 
never had a wit before, for to speak the truth, now 1 
think on't better, all my lovers have "been a little fooW 
^li 111 swear, ha, ha, ha I 

[Sir Noble anji Mai., fit the dofir, dnmkf 

fdalf^ S^our^ sQOUEj sGour« 
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CVmn. D<mn goes the Bnin-masty down, dimn, 
^wn. (They enter.) Midagene, roar, rour, and raviihy 
ben are punks in beaten aattin» sinab ; tennagant, 
triumphant, first^nte punkt, you rogue. 

FM. How came these ruffians heret 

Chum. Ruffians! do you know who yon talk to, 
madam? I am a civil, sober, discreet person, and 
«ome particularly to embrace thy lovely body. 

Mai. Look you, madam, make no noise about this 
matter; this is a person of quality, and a ftiend of 
mine, therefore pray be civil. 

Lady Squ. Has Mr. Ooodvik left no footmen at 
home to cudgel such fops? Fogh — how like drunken 
journeymen tailors they look ? 

Mai. Journeymen, madami Md there! none of 
your ladyship's journeymen, that's one ^comfort ! Woe 
to the poor devil that is, I say. 

Ladjf €qu. Were Mr. Goodvile at home, you durst 
not talk thus, you scandalous feUow. 

Mai. Gk>odvile« say you — hark you, my dear, were 
be hejEe in person, I would first of all decently kid( him 
out of doors, then turn up thy keel, and discover here 
to thy kinsman what a leaxy vessel thou art. 

Cium. Why, what is that Ooodvilel will he wrestle? 
or will he box for fifty pound ? Look you, this fellow 
is my pimp. Tis true, his countenance is none of the 
best^ but he's a neat lad, and keeps good company. 

Mai. Hark you, knight : you'll bear me out of this 
business, knight: for, under the rose, I have apprt- 
hension that this carcass of mine may suffer else. 

Clmn. No more of that, rogue 1 no more. Take no- 
tice, good people, this civil person shall marrv my sister; 
she is a pretty hopeful lady— truly slie is not rail thirteen 
—but she has had two children already, odd's heart. 

Ladf Sfu. Ridiculous oaf. 

C/tmi. Come, let us talk bawdy. 

net. m call those shall talk with you presently. 

[E^t Victorit. 

Clum. Wheugh — ^she's gone. 

Lady Squ. Beast! Brute! Barbarian! Sot! 
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Chm. Oh law! my aunt !t what have I done now 7- 
.Madam, as I hope to be— 

[Run» against her, and almost beats her backward. 

iady Squ. Oh help ! I am murdered ! Oh my head ! 

Clum. Nay, lady, that was no fault of mine : you 
shall see I'll keep my dbtance; aud (as I was saying) 

if I have offended 

[Reeis agamst a table, and throws down a 
China jar, and several little China dishes. 

Lady Squ. Oh insufferable ! quickly, quickly, a por- 
ter and basket, to carry out this swine to a dunghill. 
. Chtm. Xiook you, madam, no harm ! no harm ! you 
shall see me behave myself notably yet — as for exam- 
ple — suppose now — suppose tlib the door. (Goes tQ 
the door) Very well; thus then I move — (Steps for- 
ward, and leaves his peruke on one of the hinges). 
Hah, who was that 1 Rogues ! Dogs ! Sons of Whores ! 

Enter Servants, 

1 Ser. Such as we are, nr, you shall find us at youir 

"service. 

Clum. Murder, murder, murder! 

Mai. Where there is such odds, a man may with 

honour retire and steal off. [£71^ Mai. 

Enter Gapbr and Saunter. 

Cap. Where isthisnucall thb coxcomb? this fop? 
bow dare vou come hither, sir, to affront ladies and 
persons of quality ? 

Clum» Sir, your humble servant: did you see my 
perriwigl 

Cop. Sir, you ane an ass; and never wore a peni- 
vf\g in your life : ^emie, what a bush of briars and 
thorns b here) The mane of my lady Sque^mbh's 
shock b a chedreux to it. 

Clum. Why, sir, } know who made it. He w^s an 
.{lonest fellow, and a barber^ and one that loved music 
;ind poetry. 

Sfiunt. How, sir! 
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' £ap. But, sir, come close to the business: how dursl 
^ou treat ladies so rudely as we saw you but now I A/y- 
swer to that, and tell not us of music and poetry. 

CImui. Why, he had M Westminster drollery, and 
Oxford jests at his fingers' ends. And for the cittern*, 
if ever Troy town were a tune, he mastered it upon that 
instrument, when he was our butler in the country! 
an old maid of my grandmother's tool^ great delight in 
dim for it. 

SimnL But, sir, thb is nothing to our business* 

Chtm» Business! bans business! I hate a man of 
business : if youll drink or whore, break windows or 
commit murder, I am for you. 

Cap. Sir, will you fight ? 

Clum. Fight! with whom? for what! 

Cap. With me. 

Sauni. With me. 

Clum. Ay, sir, with all my heart; I love fighting, sir* 

Cap. Bnt will you, sir I dare voul 

SauiU, Ay, sir, will you fight? do you thuikyou 
dare fight? 

(Cbm. Why, you sw^t-perfumed jessamine knaves I 
you rogues in buckram J were there a dozen of you, 
I'd beat you out of your artificial sweetness into vour 
own natural rankness. You stinkards! shall I draw 
my Cerberus and cut you off, you gaudy popinjays? 

,Ctf^. This fellow's mad. Saunter! stark mad, by 
Jerico : dear knight, how long hast thou been in this 
pickle? this condition, knig)it, ha? 

Clwrn. What pickle? what conditk>n? yon wonqsl 

Smmi. Ay, ay, 'tis so, the poor devU must to Bed- 
lam: Bedlam, knight, the maclmaa's hospital. 

Chtm. What wUl become of vou then, you vermin ; 
there's never an hospital for fooU yet; mercy on me if 
there were ! how many handsome fellows in this town 
inight be provkled for ? [FkUUes pk^ 

Cap. Hey-day, fiddles! 

♦ jCftftry, an dfd ipitrwrncnt of the harpkind> 
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Saunt, Madam Goodvile, hearing we were herc^ batb 
aent for 'em on purpose to regale us. 

Enter Mrs, GooDViLE, Lady Squsamish with the 
Fiddles playing^ Saunter falls to sing the Tune 
with them, onaCAPER dances to it : Lbtticb. 

Mrs. Good. Let my servants take care that all the 
doors stand open ; 1*11 have entrance denied to no one 
fool in town. Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter here ? then 
we can never want company. Come, madam, let us be- 
gin the revels of the day ; I long to enjoy the freedom I 
am mistress of. Lettice, try vour voice. 

Lady Squ. Oh madam ! this gallant spirit ravishes 
me. Dear Mr. Caper, you and Mr. Saunter were bora 
to be happy ! madam Good vile has resolved to sacrifice 
this day to pleasure — what shall we do with ourselves? 

Cap, Do, madam ! we'll dance for ever. 

Lady Squ, Oh, ay, dance. 

Saunt, And sing. 

Lady Squ. And smg. 

Both, And love. 

Lady Squ. Oh ay, love ! but madam Goodvile, have 
you resolved to wear the willow, and be very raelan- 
choly — ha, ha, ha! — Fiddles! where are you? I cannot 
endure you out of my sight 

Mrs. Good, Wfllow ! hang it, give it to country-girls 
that sigh for cIqwus ; and melancholy is a disease for 
bankrupt beauty: I have yet a stock of youtli and 
charms, unsullied by the hands of age or care; 

And whilst that lasts, wlmt woman would despair? 

Clum. Ill the mean time Til tcont out for a doxv of 
m^ acquamtanca hard by, return itt triumph, andf let 
Victoria go hang and despair. 

Sings, 

To love is a pleasure divine, 

Yet 111 never sigh or be sad ; 
Tliey are coxcombs that languish and jpine^ 

So long as whores are to be had. — To daroli^ darolda. 
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JLodfy S^, Oh tecnre fbat deformed montUr, that 
fehel of mine : fellows, take care of him, and keep him 
up till I talk with htm, and make him letiiible of his 
enormities* 

Clum. Slaves afaimt I if my lady will hare it so. 111 
walk soberiy into the garden, and consider of what is 

|MSt. 

To love is a pleasure, ke. [£j» Clam. 

Mrs. Good. Lettice I 

Let. Madam. 

Mrg. Good, h Mr. Truman comet 

IM. He'll be here presently, madam. 




Enter Page, with a Letter* 

Page, A letter for your ladyship. 

Mrs. Good. Who drought it t 

Page. A porter brought it to the door, madam : but 
said he had no orders to stav for an answer. [Ex, Page* 

Mre. Good, A woman's hand ! 

{Reade.) ^ Mr. Goodvile's jouniev out of town is but 
" a pretence : he b jealous of you ana Mr. Truman ; you 
" will find him anon returned, m hopes to surprise you 
^ together. Though be has trusted me with tiie secret, 
*' and obliged me to assist him in it ; yet I would en- 
** deavour by this discovery to persuade you that I am 
*• your real servant, Victoria.'' 

*' PosTsciiiPT. Beware of Makgene, for he's ap- 
** pouited a spy to betray you." 

This is generously done, Victoria, and III study to 
deserve it of thee: now, if f plague not this wise jealous 
husband of mine, let all wives curse me, and cuckolds 
laugh at me ! Fiddles lead in ! Mr. Caper and Mr. Saun- 
ter, pray wait on my lady, and entertam her a little : III 
jbllow you presently. 

Laify Sfu. Come, Mr. Caper^ will you walk t 

Cap. A coranto, madam t 

Ladjf Squ, Av, ten thousand, tea thousand : Mr* 
fifmttr, I would be always near you too I Oh for a 



S2 niBNDSHlP IM FASHION. 

grove DOW, and a pnriing bnx^ with that ddiglrtfiil 
cbamuDg voice of youi's ! come kt us walk, and study 
which way to divert onrselves. 

Cap, AlloDs ! for love and pleasore : by these hands— 

Smnt. By those eyes — 

Ladjf Squ» Oh no more ! no more : 1 shall be lost 
in ha|>pine8s. [ExemU* 

Mrs, Good. Soy this concert of foob shall be the 
chorus to mv farce; now all the malice, ill-nature, 
fabhood and hypocrisy of my sex inspire me. Lettice! 
see Camilla be sent for instantly, she shall join with me 
in my revenge; she has reason; Mr. Valentinst, I spp* 
pose, will be here with Mr. Truman. 

Enter Truman. 

Tru, And, think yon, madam, he durst not aimrer 
« fair lady's challenge without a second? 

Mrs, Good. You would pretend, YM warrant you, to 
be very stout. You hectors in love, are as arrant cheats 
as hectors in fighting, that bluster, rant, and make a 
noise for the present; but when they come to the busi* 
ncss, prove arrant dastards, and good for nothing. 

Tru. But, madam, you should find I dare do some- 
thing, would you but be civil and stand yoiur ground. 

Mrs. Good. What think you though of a cut-throat 
husband now behind the hai^;ings ? what would become 
of you then I 

Tru. Whilst I have such beauty on my side, notUiig 
can hurt me. 

Mrs. Good. Then, sir, prepare yourself; Mr. Good- 
vile is really jealous, and mistrusts all or more than has 
past between us. His journey out of town was but a 
pretence, but we shall see him instantly in expectation 
to catch us together. 

Tru, Fear him not, madam ; these moles that work 
under ground are as blind as they are busv : let him rim 
on in his dull jealousy, whilst we still find new windinff 
out^ and lose hun m the maxe. 
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' Mn. Oood. Then if you wish to preserve me your's, 
join with ine to-day in my design, which is, if possible, 
to make him mad, work him up to the height of furious 
suspicion, and at that moment^ when he thinks his jea- 
lousy most just, baffle him out of it: and let the worid 
know how dull a tool a husband is, compared with that 
triumphant thing a wife, and her guardian angel lover. 

TVii. But Mr. Goodvile, madam, has wit, and so 
good an opinion of it too — 

Mr8, Good. Tis that ^all be his ruin: were he a 
fixil, he were not worth the trouble of deceiving. 

TVu. Dear jewel of my soul ! proceed tbeu and pros- 
per. But what must be my part I 

Mrs, Good, To secure Malagene. That ill-natured 
villain has betrayed us, and is appointed by Goodvile 
chief instrument in the discovery. He has cowardice 
enough to sell his soul to buy off a beating: he never 
told truth enough to be believed once so long as he lives. 
Get him but in your power, and he shall own more vil- 
lanies than ever were in his thoughts to commit, or tlie 
necessity of our afiair can invent to put upon him. 

7Wi. And III be sure of him, or may I never taste 
those lips again, but be condemned to cast mbtresses in 
the side-box at the play-house ; or, what b worse, take 
up with a sempstress, and drudge for cufRf and cravats. 

Ettier Malagene. 

Mr$, (rood. Here he comes. 

Tru. Ob metisieur Malagene, welcome ! 

Mol. Jack Truman, your humble servant. 

7hi. Whither so fast, I beseech you, su:? a word with 
yoa, a word with you. 

Mr/. Why, can I do any thing for theel Hast thou 
any business for me 1 Pr*ythee what is it I 

Tru^ Sir, you must lie fbr me. 

Mai. Ha, ha, ha ! Is that all ) 

'Xhi. Nay, sir, you must. 

JUal. Any thing io a civil way, or so. Jack; but 
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nothing upon compulsion^ lad: pr^ythee, M me d& 
nothing upon compulsiony pr^ythee now. 

Tru, Then, sir, to be brief, this is the busiDess: 
Goodvile I hear has been informed by you of what past 
in the garden last night : how durst you be so impudciit 
as to pry into any secrets, where I was concerned ! 

Mai. Why look you. Jack, curiosity you knew, and 
a natural inclination which I lui^e— 

Tru. To pimping. ^ 

MaL Confound me. Jack, thou art much in the 
right : I believe thou art a witch. I knew as well, 
man- — 

TVtt. What did you knowl 

JUal, Why, I knew thee to be aa arch-wag, and an 
honest fellow : ah rogue, pr^ythee kiss me : the rogne^s 
out of humour. 

JVu. No^ sir ; I dare uot use yo« so like a friend ; you 
must deserve it better first. 

Mai. Look youy Jack, the truth of the business is^* 
I am bespoke : but the love I have to see the business 
go forward may persuade me to much. 

TVti. Then presently resolve entirely to disown and 
abjure all the intelligence you gave Gk»odvil«, or promise 
to yourself that wherever next I meet you, I'll cut your 
throat on the spot 

MaL But hark you. Jack, how shall I come off with- 
the business ? I shall be kicked and used very scurvily : 
for the truth is, I did tell — 

Tru. What did you tell 1 

Mai. Why, I told him, you knave — I won't tell, you 
little cunning cur — I told Inm all, man. 

Tru. All, sir ? 

Mai. Ay, hang me like a dog^ all. But, madam, 
you must pardon me, these was not a woid of it 
true. 

Tru. And what do you think to do with yourself ? 

Mai. Do ? why I'll deny it ail agaia man, emy 
word of it, as impudently as ever I at first affirmed it : 
mnjy be hM kick me, and heal mt, aad use me like a 
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4o§p maii-<<-that'8 iioyung » nothing at al]» maOt I do not 
value it tills. [Pmllt atU a Jm^ irumpt 0ndpbi^f9» 

Tm. And this, air» you'U stand to? 

MaL If I do not; hang me up for a sign at a bawdy* 
house door: in the mean time I'll retire and peruse » 
youoglanipoon, which I am lately the hi^y father of. 

!IVif. Nay, rir, yoa are not to stir from me. 

Enter Lbttice. 

JUi. Oh madaro, shift for yourself. Madam Yictoriff 
aeat me to tell you that my master is mturned, and that 
be pretends to come a masquerader. 

Mult Wen, sinoe it must be so^ 111 deny all mdeed ; 
what an excellent Mk>w might I have been ! some men 
now with my stock of honesty, and a little more gravity, 
would have made a fortune. Well, I have been a lazy 
■ogue; and never knew till now that I was fit for 
buaineBS. 

Mrs. Good. Mr. Goodvile in masquerade, say you? 

Let* Yes^ madam, and two women with him; madam, 
they are, fust now alighted* 

Mrs. Good. Women with him! nay then he comes- 
triumphantly indeed. Mr. Truman, do you retire with 
Malagene. Til stay here, and receive this Machiavel 
in disguise. Now, once more let me invoke all the arts 
of affeetatim^ all the revenge the counterfeit passions, 
pretended love, pretended jealousy, pretended rage, 
and, in sum, the very genius of my sex to my assistance. 

Enter Goodvile and others, masked. 

So ! here they come ; now this throw for all my future 
pmqe. Who vraits there I 

Enter Servants. 

Good. Madam, you'll excuse this freedom. 

Mrs4 Good. You oblige me by using it: let all the 
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company know that these noble persons of quality hav^ 
honoured me with their presence: let the iidcUes her 
ready, and see the banquet prepared; and let Mr. 
Truman come to me instantly ; I cannot live a minute, 
a moment without him. 

Good. Delicate ^evil ! 

Mr8. Gottd. Sir! let me beg your patience for a 
moment, whilst I go and put things in order fit for 
your reception. [Exit. 

Good. Footmen ! take care that the engines which I 
have ordered be ready when I call for 'em^ Truman, I 
see, is a man of punctual assignation ; and my wife is a 
person very adroit at these matters ; seme hot-brained^ 
hom-^mad cuckold now would be for cuttbg of throats ; 
but I am resolved to turn a civil, sober, discreet person, 
and hate bloodshed: no. 111 manage the matter wi 
temperately, that TU catch her in his very arms, then 
civilly discard her beg and baggage, whilst yon^ my 
dainty doxies, take possession of her privileges, and 
enter the territories with colours flying. 

1 Wwn. And shall I keep my coach, Mr. Goodvile? 
Good. Ay, and six, my lovely rampant. Nay, thov 

shalt every morning swoop the exchange in triumph, to 
see what gaudy bauble thou canst first grow fond of: 
and after noon at the theatre, exalted in a box, give 
audience to every trim, amorous, twiring* fop of the 
comer, that comes thither to make a noise, hear no play, 
and show himself; thou shalt, my Bona Roba* 

2 Wem. But, Mr. Gkmdvile, what shall I do then ? 
Good. Oh thou! thou shalt be my more peculiar 

punk, my house-keeper, my necessary sin ; manage all 
the afiairs of my estate and family, ride up and down 
in my own coach, attended by my own footmen, nose 
my wife where'er you meet, and, if I had any, breed i]^ 
my children. Oh, what a delicious life will this be ! 
1 Warn. Hear you, sir, the fiddles ? 

[FiddUt wUhaut. 

; £roin the old^ verb ft tttytti (Sax.) to sbgp. 



^iodi. Ofcy #ie proceBsi6ii'» Gooung^ pal on yavtf 
▼ixon, and observe the ceremony. 



Mrs. ijhsi. Mr. Caper, Mr. Saunter, yon are ffae 
life and setd of all good eooipany ; comnuftid me' any 
Ihmg, eomnund my house, that and all freedom ere 
youPs. 

Cap. Masques, my life, my joy, ^my top of happineasf 
Sir, your hufnMe servant : by your ieave, madsmi, shalf 
5011 and i toss and tnmbte together in the dnndng^ 
room hard by for half an hour or so ? ha ? [Ctrfy^ 

Smunt. Fa toldara, to'ldara, &c. AJh, madan, what 
do yon wear a 'mask fori fiavejou never a nose, or 
but one eye 1 Let me see how yon are furnished. 

2 Wmn. Sir, If I want aAy Uiing, 'tis to be doubted 
you cannot supply me. 

Good, So ; sure this must come to something anon. 

Mrs. Good. Ah, wefe but Mt. Goodvile here now, 
what a happy day might this be ! but he is tn^landioly 
and forlorn in the country, summoning in bis tenante 
and Iheir rents ; that shining pelf Hiat must support me 
m my pleasured. 

Good. Is he then, madam, so kind a husband'1 

Mr8. Good. Oh the most indulgent creature in the 
world ! what imsband but he,* Mr. Truman, would have 
to seasonably withdrawn, and left me mistress of such 
freedom ] To spend my days in triumph as I do, to 
sacrifice myself, my soul, aiid all my sense to you, the 
lord of all my joys, my conc^ueror and' protector^ 

Cam. Heavens, madam, yoii'ii provdke him beyond 
dll ptftienee. 

Mr8. Good. Who? Mr. Goodvile ! which way ihakl it 
feadihb' knowledge? no, we'll be as secret — 

TVtt. As we ate happy. So subtly lay the scene of 
all our 'joys, 'that envy or 'malice, nay (he veryhushandi 

VOL. II. H 
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ft and Malagene to boot, well hired to the 
mta, shall ne'er discover us. 

Mrs. Good, Oh discover us ! a husband discover us ! 
Were he indeed as jealous as he has reason, I could no 
more apprehend discovery than a kindness from him. 

Good. This impudence is so rank, that I can hold no 
longer. Say you so, madam 1 [He h iiMasA» . 

Mrs. Good. Oh a ghost! a ghost ! save me, save me I 
Mr. Truman, see, see Mr. Goodvile's spirit: sure some 
base villain has murdered him, and hb angry ghost has 
come to revenge it on me. 

Good. No, madam, fear nothing. I am a very harm- 
less goUin, though you are a little shocked at the sight 
of me. 

Cap. Ha, ha, ha! Goodvile returned? Dear Frank! 

Sm/mi., Honest Goodvile, thou seest, dear soul, we 
are free here in thy nbsence. 

Good. I see you are, gentlemen, and shall take an 
opportunity to return the favour. Footmen, be ready. 

Mrs. Good. But is it really Mr. Goodvile then? let 
me receive him to my arms; welcome. ten thousand, 
thousand^ thousand times. Dear sir, how does my pic* 
ture in the gallery do? 

Good. Oh, madam, it looked so very charmingly, 
that I had no power to stay longer from the dear, loving 
original. 

Mrs.. Good. So, now begins the battle. 

Good. Well, madam, and for your set of fools here; 
to what end and purpose have vou decreed them in this 
new model of your family ? I hope you have not de- 
signed 'em for your own use. 

Mrs. Good. Why, sir, methinks you should not 
grudge me a coxcomb or two to pass away the time 
withd, since you had taken your dearer conversation 
from me. 

Good. No, madam, I understand your diet better : a 
fool is too squab and tender a bit for your fierce appe- 
tite: you are for as ubstsmtial dish, a man of heat and 



itonour, sucb as Mr. Truniau I know is, and I dovbt 
not will do me reason. 

TVtf. Ay, sir, whenever you'li demand it. 

Mrs. Good, Nay, sirs, no quarrelling, I beseech you ; 
what would yon be at, sir? 

Good. At rest, madam; like an honest snail, shrink 
vp my horns into my shell, and, if possible, hold a 
quiet possession of it. 

Mrs, Good. I hope I have done nothing that may 
disturb your quiet, sir. 

Good. Nothing, madam, nothing in the ftrast; how is^ 
it possible that any thing should disturb me? a sot, a 
beetle, a drone of a husband, a mere utensil, a block for 
you to fashion all your falsfaood on, whilst I must still 
be stupid, bear my office, and never be disturbed, I — 

Mrs, Good. So, now your heart is opening, and for 
your ease I'll give it a little vent myself: you are jea- 
lous, alas! jealous of Thiman, are you? 

Good. And have I no reason/ madam, though I come 
and catoh you in hts arms, rolling and throwing your 
wanton eyes like fireballs at his beart? * Oh ii^at an 
' indulgent creature's Mr. Goodvile I so seasonably to 
' withdraw, and leave you mistress of such freedom : 
' to spend yonr days in triumph as you do, to sacrifice 

* yourself, your soul and sense to him, the lord of M 

* your joys, your conqueror and protector.' 

Mrs. Good, I am glad to find my plot so well suc- 
ceed: I kuewof your jealousy last night, knew too your 
journey out of town was but a jNretence, in hope to re- 
turn and surprise me with Truman. I was informed 
too of your return but now, and your disguise; I knew 
you through it so soon as I saw yon, and therefore I 
acted all that fondness to Truman before your face. It 
was all the revenge I had within my power. 

Good. Can you deny your being with Truman in the 
garden last night? were you not there so openly, that 
even the broad eyes of fools might see? 

Mrs. Good^ What fool? what villain have you dares 
accuse me? 

X2 
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GooA One, who thoHgh he rarely told tnith before, 
will be sure to do it now ; Malagene, your kiasmao Ma* 
lagene, a hopeful braaeh of your own stock. 

Tru. The rascal dares not own it. 

Good. But he shall, sir, though you protect him. 

Tm. ^was basely done to set a spy upon your 
friend, after the trick you had played me with Victoria* 

Good, Basely done! 

Tru. Yes, bs^y^ sir. 

Good. Death, you lie, sir ! Why do I trifle thus when 
I have a swoid by my side ? 

Cap. Nay, look you, Frank; you had better be pa- 
tieBt. Here shall be nothing done, therefore pray put 
up. 

Enter Valbntinb. 

Vol. What, again quarrelling? Groodvile, this must 
not be. Truman is my friend, and if he has done you 
wrong, rU engage he shall make you sati^actionj 

iSIoiffil. Ay, ay, pr^ythee man, take some other time, 
and don't quarrel now, and spoil good company. 

Good. Death! you dancing, talking, mettled, frisk- 
ing rogues, stand off! Oh I had forgot — Footmen, 
where are ye 1 

Enter Footmen. 

Here, take away these butterflies, and do speedy exeeu-* 
tion upon 'em as I ordered ; do it instantly. 

[T%ey seize tkem. 

Cap. Nay, Frank, whafs all this for? 

Sauni. Nay, Goodvile, pr^ythee now, as I hope to 
live. 

Enter Malagsne. 

Good. Away with 'em — 

[Exeunt with Cap. and Saunt 
Now forMalagene— Oh, herehecomes, madam, wha 
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irfll refresh vour memory: ipeak, dr, as jnm tttder life 
and limb, whom did you see tpgether in thit gMrdcn hml 
night? 

MaL Ha! — nobody. 

€hod. Were not Tmman and my wife ditie to your 
hnowledge, privately? 

Mai. Ha, ha, hat— Child I no. 

Gwfd. Did you not tell me that you oipierfacatd 'em 
whispering in the grotto together? 

MaL No. 

Good, Hell and devib! tins fellow has been tam- 
pered withal, and instructed to abuse me. This is all 
contrivanee, a studied scene to fool me of my reason. 

EMiT Footraca. 

Here, take him hence, and harness him with the other 
two, till he confess the truth. 

Mrs, Good. He slmil not go; touch him who dares. 
Must people then be forced and tortured to accuse me 
feisely ? Ah, Mr. Goodwile, how huTe I deserved this 
at your hands? Let not my good name be ravished 
from me ; if yo« have resolved to break my heart* kill 
me now quickly, and put me out of pain -^ 

[MaL rmi$ €way. 

Good. Nay, amdam* here b that shall yet convince 
-—see here a letter from your lover, left for you in a 
private corner ; hear me read it; and If you £ave mo- 
desty ^lough left, blush. 

(tUadsT) ^ if Ooodvile goes out of town this auMi»- 
** lag, let me know it, that I may wait on you, and tell 
^ you the rest of my heart! for you do not know how 
^ amch I love you yet. Tniman." 

illrt. Good. Death and destruction! It was all my 
Mm% contrivance: madded with your jealousy, I sought 
aH ways to vex you. I eountevfeiled it with my own 
band, and left it hi a pbee where yon might be sure to 
ind k. To convhice you ferther, see bete a canliou 
/icait me juil before by one whom yon have trusted vA 
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loved too much for my quiet: peruse it» and when you 
kave done, consider how you have used me, and how I 
have desen^ed it. Oh ! \G%ve9 Victoria'^ Utitr, 

Good. (Reads,) '' Journey out of town — is apre- 
^ tence — return and surprize — believe by this disco- 
** very — your servant, Victoria." 

Victoria, has she betrayed me? nay, then I pronounce 
there is no trust nor raith in the sex. By heaven, in 
every condition they are jilts ; all false, from the bawd 
to the babe. 

Mrs. Good. Now, sir, I hope I may withdraw ; from 
this minute never /expect Til see your face agaiii : no, 
ril Leave you to be happy at your own choice^ Love 
where you please, and be as free as if I ne'er had had 
relation to you. I shall take care to trouble you no 
more, but wish you may be happier than ever yet I 
made you. 

Good. Stay, madam. 

Mrs. Good. No, sir, FU be gone ! I will not stay a 
moment longer; inhuman, cruel, false traitor! Wert 
thou now langubhing on thy knees, prostrate at my £eet, 
ready to grow mad with thy own guilt, I would not 
stop, nor turn my face to save thee from despair. 

Good. You shall. 

Mrs. Good. For what? 

Good. To let the world see how much a fool I can 
be. Art thou innocent? 

Mrs. Good' By my love I am ; I never wronged you; 
but you have un<{oue me, mined my fiune and qimU 
What mouth will n6t be fidl of ray dishonour ? Hence- 
forth let all my sex remember me, when they^d upbraid 
mankind for baseness. Oh that I could dissemble 
longer with you, that I might to your torment persuade 
you still all your jealousies were just, and I as infamous 
as you are cruel. [LxU tn a rage. 

Good. Get thee in then, and talk to me no more ; 
there's something in thy face will make a fool of me; 
and there's a devil in this business which yet I cannot 
^discover. Truman^ if thou hast e^oyed her^ I beg thAQ 
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iMcp it dote, and, if it be poenble, kt nt ytt be 
fnends. 

TWi. TisDOt my fault if we be fees. 

GpotL Bui now to my fools; bring 'cm fortb, and let 
US see bow their new eqmpage becomesi 'em. Ob dear, 
Valentine, bow doestbe fur Camilla 1 

Vai. Faith, air, she and I have been deqpalebing a 
trifling aflairthis morning, commonly called matrimony. 

Gfiad. Married! nay then there is some comfort yet, 
that thoa art fallen into the snare. — ^Valentine I look to 
her; keep her as secret as thoa wouldst a murder, badst 
thou committed one: trust her not with thy dearest 
friend; she has beauty enough to corrupt him. 

JBHier Capkr mul SAUNTn, their kmiA tied tekmd 
tkem,FoMCtqp9amikeirkemU: CATMMwUhamlig 
tied «^, mul Saumtbr g^gfd. 

See here these rogues, how like themselfCf they look* 
Now, vou paltry vermm, you rats, that run squeakmg 
from house to house up and down the town, that no 
man can eat his btead in quiet for you; take warning of 
what you feel; and come not near these doors again, on 
peril of hanging. Here, discharge them of their puidsh- 
ment, and see em forth the gates. 

Enter JLadfjf Squsamish, Sir NoBLS CLVUnY,aai 

Victoria. 

Lady Sfu. Ob, gallants, your humble servant Dear 
Mr. Goodvile, be pleased to give my kinsman, sir No- 
hle, joy : he has done himself the honour to marry your 
cousin Victoria, whom now I must be proud to call my 
relation, since she has accepted of the title of my lady 
Clumsey. 

CInm. Ay, sir, I am married; and wOl be drunk 
again too b^bre night, as smiply as I stand here. 
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to Victoiki too! aaj tbeii 



0#MJf. Sir NoUk 
in spite of mbfortunes — 

This day shall be a daj of jabilee. 

But fifst. 

Good people all that my sad fortune see^ 

I beg you to take warning here hy me; 

Marriage and hanging go by destmy. 
Especially you gay young married blades, 
jBeware^ and keep your wives from balls and masquerades. 

[Exeunt (mmes* 



EPILOGUE. 



Well, sun, if now my spouse and I should part. 

To which kind critic shall I give my heart ? 

Stay, let me look, not one in all the place 

Bat has a scurvy, froward, damning race. 

Have you resolv'd then on the poers fall? 

Go, ye ill-natui'dy uffly devils all. 

The married sparks I know this play will curse 

For the wife's sake; hut some of 'em have worse. 

Poets themselyes their own ilMuck hare wrought, 

You ne'er had learnt, had not their quarrels twiglit. 

Buty as in the disturbance of a state. 

Each factious maggot thinks of ^wing great: 

So when the poets first had jamng fits, 

You all set up for critics and for wits: 

Then straieht there came, wliich cost yon mothers' pains, 

Songs and lampoons in litters from your hrains : 

libels, like spurious brats, ran up and down. 

Which their dull parents were asnam'd to own; 

But vented 'em in others^ nam^, like whores 

That lay their bastards down at honest doors. 

For shsime, leave off this hig^^linc way of wit, 

Railing abroad, and roaring m the pit; 

Let poets live in peace, in quiet wnte. 

Else may they all to punish you unite; 

Join in one force to study to abuse ye, 

And teach your wives and miises how to use y« I 
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CAIUS MARIUS. 



At the time when thb tragedy appeared, the 
nation was divided into factions by opposite opinions, 
both relijpous and political. This disposition was con«> 
tbually inflamed and aggravated, for insidious and 
interested purposes, by several of the leaders on both 
sides, who were equally notorious for profligacy and 
ambition ; tiU the popular enthusiasm spread into every 
comer of the kingdom, and invaded even the peaceful 
retreat of the muses. Most of the literary productions 
of that period are replete with the intolerant spirit of 
party, and some of the most excellent have no other 
than a political object. Otway, who was as much 
distinguished for his loyalty, and his steady adherence 
to the Duke of York in the midst of his persecu- 
tions, as for his misfortunes, was not likely to abstain 
from a conduct so successfully practised by his con- 
temporaries. Accordingly, most of hb tragedies, and 
this in particular, abound with aUusions to political 
occurrences, and exhibit, without disguise, his individual 
sentiments. The convulsions which Rome experienced 
during the alternate predominancy of the parties of 
Marius and Sylla, and the miseries entailed upon the 
empire by their contentions, were adapted, without 
difficulty, to the circumstances of the times; and 
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pointed out the dangers which threatened the nalioit' 
from the frenzy of popular triumph, and the intrigues 
of deceitful patriots. 

The greater part of thb tragedy has been transferred 
from Shakespeare's " Romeo and Juliet ;" namely, the 
characters of Marius junior, Lavinia, Sulpitius, and the 
Nurse : so that there will be little left from which Otway 
can derive any considerable merit as the author. He 
has displayed some judgment in the selection of the 
borrowed passages, and the doe adjustment of them to 
hb own design, as may be seen by comparing the two 
plays; to facilitate which, references to the principal 
passages are inserted among the notes. The diction of 
Shakespeare has been polished and improved without 
losing the spirit of his meaning: and some of Otway^s 
emendations of the text have been even adopted by the 
editors of our great dramatic poet. The character of 
Sulpitius is prolonged by Otway till the last scene; 
although Shakespeare confessed, according to Dryden, 
** That he was forced to A»7/ Mercutio in the third act, 
to prevent being kilkd by him." The character of 
Caius Marius is drawn with force and accuracy, andr 
in the genuine style of Shakespeare. 

The play appears to have been, rather a hasty com- 
position ; and if we are to understand literally the ex- 
pressions in the Epilogue, was intended to supply him 
with the means of returning home from the Continent. 
It was represented in l680 ; and was the first in which 
he relinquished rhyme : Dryden, it's great patron and^ 
advocate, having already set hun the example. 



TOTHB 

LORD VISCOUNT FALKLAND. 



MT LOBD, 

Whkn first it enteicd into my thoughts to make this 
present to your lordship, I received not only encou- 
ragement, but pleasure; since, upon due examinatioo 
of myself, I found it was not a bare presumption, but 
ray duty to the remembrance of many extraordinary 
favours wliich I have received at your bauds. 

For heretofore havnig had the honour to be near 
you, and bred under the same discipline with you, I 
cannot but own, that, in a great meaAire, I owe the 
small share of letters I have, to your lordship. For 
Your lordship's example taught me to be ashamed of 
idleness; and I first grew in love with books, and 
learned to value them, by the wonderful progress 
which, even in your tender years, you made in them : 
so that learning and improvement grew daily more and 
more lovely in my eyes, as they slione in yoii. 

Your lordship has an extraordinary reason to be a 
patron of poetry, for your great father loved it. May 
your lordship's fkme and employments grow as great, 
or greater than his were ! and may your virtues find a 
poet to record them, equal, if possible, to that great 
genius* which sung of him ! 

My slender humble talent must not hope for it ; for 
you have a judgment which I must always submit to, a 
general goodness which I never, to it's worth, can va^ 
liie : and who can praise that well, which be knows 
not how to comprehend? 

• Mr.WaUer. O. 
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Already tbe eyes and expectatioos of men of tlie best 
judgment are fixed upon you: for wheresoever you 
come, you have their attention when present, and their 
praise when you are gone : and I am sure (if I obtain 
but jour lordship's pardon) I shall have the congra- 
f ulataon of all my friends^ for having taken this oppor- 
tunity to express myself. 

Your Lordship's 

Most humble Servant, 

THO. OTWAY. 



PROLOGUE. 



} 



In ages past, (when will those times renew?) 
When empires flourished, so did poets too. 
When great Augustus the world's empire held^ 
Uonice and Ovid*s happ;^ verse excell d. 
Ovid's soft genius, and his tender arts 
Of movinj; nature, melted hardest hearts. 
It did th'miperial beauty, Julia, move 
To listen to the language of his love. 
Her father h(>Qour^d him ; and on her breast^ 
With ravisird sense in her embraces prest, 
He lay transported, fancv-full, and blest. 
Horace's lofty genius bofdlier rear*d 
His manly heed, and thro' all nature steer'd ; 
Her richest pleasures in his verse refin'd, 
And wrought 'em to the relish of the mind. 
He iasli'd, with a true poet's fearlesb rage. 
The villauies and follies of the age. 
Therefore Mecaenas, that great fav'rite, rais'd 
Him high, and by him was he highly prais'd. 
Our Shakespeare wrote too in an age as blest. 
The happiest poet of his time, and best; 
A gracious pnnce's favour cheer'd his muse, 
A constant favour he ne'er fear'd to lose. 
Therefore he wrote with fancy unconfin'd. 
And thoughts that were immortal as his mind. 
And from the crop of liis luxuriant pen 
£*er since succeeding poets humbly glean. 
Tho' nmch the most unworthy of the throng. 
Our this day's poet fears he's done him wrong. 
Like greedy beggars that steal sheaves away, 
You'll find he*s rifled him of half a play. 
Amidst his baser dross you'll see it shine 
Most beautiful, amazing, and divine. 
To such low shifts, of late, are uoets worn, -> 

Whilst we both wit's and Caesar s absence mouni. > 

Oh ! when will he and poetry return ! 3 

VOL. II. I 
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When shall we there again behold him sit, "^ 

Midst shining boxes, and a courtly pit, > 

/The lord of hearts, and president or wit? 3 

When tliRt blest day (quick may It come !) appears. 

His cares once hanish'd, and his nation's fears*, 

The joyful rouses on their hills shall sing 

Triumphant songs of Britain's happy king. 

Plenty and peace shall flourish in our isle, 

And all things like tlie English beauty smile. 

You, critics, shall forget your nat'ral spite, S 

And poets with unbounded fancy write; > 

Xv'n this day's poet shall be alter'd quite : 3 

His thoughts more loftily and freiely flow; 

And he himself, whilst you his verse allow, 

/Vs much transported as he's humble now. 

P Tlvp king had betn attackjod by an alarming illniM. 
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PRAMATIS PERSONiE, 



Caius Mahius. 

Sylla. 

Marius Junior. 

Granius. 

Metellus. 

quintus pompeius. 

CiNNA. 

SULPITIUS. 

Ancharius, a Senator, 

Priest. 

Apothecary. 

Q. PoMPEius's Son. 

Guard^i lActors, Ruffians, &C« 

Lavinia. 

Nurse. 

^ART^A, a Prophfitets. 



THE 

MiStORY AND PALL 

OF 

CAIUS MARIUS. 



p^ ^ ■ ■ ^- 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 



[fVUhin. Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! Mariui and Sul- 
pitius! Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! &c.] 

Enter Met^llus, Antonius, Cinna, and Senators, 

Met. When will the tutlar gods of Rome awake. 
To fix the order of onr wayward state. 
That we may once more know each other; know 
Th' extent of kws, prerogatives, and dues; 
The bounds of rules and magistracy ; who 
Ought first to govern, and who must obey t 
Ft was not thus when god-like Scipio held 
The scale of pow'r ; he, who with tem|/rate poise 
Knew how to guide the people's liberty 
In it*s full bounds, nor did the nobles wrong. 
For he himself was one — 

Cin, He was indeed 
A noble bom ; and still in Rome there are 
Most worthy patrons of her ancient honour ; 
Sudi as are fit to fill the seat of powV, 
And awe tlib riotous unruly rabble. 
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Tliat bear dowo all authority before them^ 
Were we not sold to ruin. 

Met, Cinna, there 
Thou'st hit my mark : we are to ruin sold ; 
In aU things sold ; voices are sold in Rome : 
And yet we boait of liberty. Just gods ! 
That guardians of an empire should be chosen 
By the lewd noise of a licentious rout !' 
Tlie sturdiest drinker makes the ablest statesman. 

Ant, Would it not anger any true-bom Roman, 
To see the giddy multitude together. 
Never consulting who 'tis best deserves. 
But who feasts highest, to obtain their suffrage t 
As 'tis not many years since two great men 
In Rome stood equal candidates together, 
For high command : in ev'ry house was riot. 
To-day the drunken rabble reeFd to one ; 
To-morrow they were mad again for t'other; 
Changing their voices with their entertainment : 
And none conld guess on whom the choice would settle; 
Till at the last a stratagem was thought of: 
A mighty vessel of Falemiau wine 
Was brought into the forum, crown*d with wreaths 
Of ivy, sacred to the jolly god. 
The monster-people roared aloud for joy : 
When straight the candidate himself appears 
In pomp, to grace the present he had made them. 
The fools all gap'd. Then when a-while he had 
With a smooth tale tickled their asi^s' ears. 
He at both ends tapp'd his butt, and got the consulship. 

Cm. This curse we owe to Marius's pride. 
That made him first most basely bribe the people 
For consul in the war against Jugurtha : 
Where he went out, Metellus, your lieutenant; 
And how the kindness was returned, all know. 
I never lov'd bis rough untoward nature. 
And wonder such a weed got growth in Rome. 
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Met. What says my Cinna? 

Cm. That I like not Marius, 
Nor love him — 

Met. There Rome's better genius spolte. 
Let us consult and weigh this subject veil. 

Romans, he's the thoni that galls us all. 
Our harass'd state is crip|4ed with the weight 
Of his ambition : we're not safe in Marius^ 
Do I not know fais rise, his low b^jnning. 
From what a wniched despicable root 

His greatness grewl Gods I that a peasant's brat^ 
Bom in the outmost oetlage$ of Aipos, 
And foster'd in a corner, should by bribesr 
By cov'tonsness, and ail the hateful means 
Of working pride, advance bis little fate 
So high, to vaunt it o'er the lords of Rome I 

Ant. Ambition raging like a dsooon in him» 
Distorts him to' all forms she'as need to use : 
In hb first start of fortune, oh how vile 
Were his endeavours and submissions then! 
When suing to be chosen first £dilis. 
He was by geu'ral vote repuls'd, yet bore it;^ 
And in the same day shamefully return'd« 
T'obtain the second oftce of that name. 
Equal was his success, denied in both : 
Yet could he condescend at last to ask 
The prsctorship, and but with bribes got that 
Yet this is he that has disturb'd the world, 
Rome's idol, and the darling of her wishes. 

Met. I must confess it burthens much my sgcw 
To see the man I hate thus ride my country : 
For, Romans, I havte mighty cause to hate him. 

1 was the first (and I am well rewarded) 
That lent my hand to raise his feeble state. 
When first I made him tribune by my voice, 

I tliouglit there might be something in his nature 
That promised well. Hia parents were most honesty 
And serv'd my father justly in their trust. 
Then, as his ioftuaes gcew, when I was consul^ 
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And went against Jugurtha into Afric, 
I took him with me, one of my lieutenants. 
Twas there his pride first sbeVd itself in actions, 
Oppressed my friends, and robb'<l me of my honour. 

Cin. The story's famous. * Base ingratitude. 
Dissimulation, cmelty, and pride, 
rU-manners, ignorance, and all the ills 
Of one base-bom, in Marius are join'd. 

Met, Ev'n age can't heal the rage of his ambition. 
Six times the consul's office has lie borne : 
How well, our present discords best declare. 
Yet now again, when time has worn him low, 
ConsumM with age, and by diseases prest, 
He courts the people to be once more chosen 
To lead the war against king Mithridates. 

Ant. For this each day he rises with the sun. 
And in the field of Mars appears in arms. 
Excelling all our youth in warlike exercise: 
He rides and tilts, and when the prize he'as won. 
He brings it back with triumph into Rome, 
And there presents it to the sordid rabble ; 
Who shout to heav'n, and cry, let MBrius live! 

Met, He shall not have it, by the gods he shall not. 
There is a Roman, noble, just, and valiant, 
Sylla's his name, sprung from the ancient stock 
Of , the Cornelii, bred from's youth in war, 
Flu&h'd witli success, and of a spirit bold, 
And, more than all, hates Marius ; still has crost 
His pride, and clouded ev'n his brightest triumphs : 
He's consul now. Then let us all resolve. 
And fix on him, to check this bavocker. 
That with his kennel of the rabble hunts 
Our senate into holes, and frights our laws. 

Cin, Agreed for Sylla. 

All. All for Sylla. 

Met. Nay, 
This, monster Marius, who has us'd me thus, 
Ev'n now would wed his fiimily with mine. 
And asks my daughter for his hated Qffspring. 
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But, for my wrongs, Lavinia shall he SyUa't ; 
My eldest born, uod best of all my fortone, 
I will confer on him, to crush the pride 
Of this base-bom, liot-brain'd, plebeian tyrant* 

Ant. Now Rome's last sfoke of liberty is set. 
And must be push'd for to the teeth of fortune. 

Cin, Then Caius Marius shall not ha?e the consul- 
ship. 

Met, No, I would rather be Sulpitins' slave. 
That furious, headlong libertine, Sulpitius ; 
That mad wild bull, whom Marius lets loose 
On each occasion when he'd make Rome feel him. 
To toss our laws and liberties i'th' air. 

Ant. That lawless tribune then must be reduc*d, 
Unhing'd from off the pow'r that holds him up ; 
His band of full six hundred Roman knights. 
All in their youth, and pamper'd high with riot. 
Which he his guard against the senate calls ; 
Tall, wild young men, and fit for glorious mtschiefn. 

Met. Fear nothing ; let but Sylla once have powV, 
And then see how like day he'll break upon them. 
And scatter all those goblins of the night. 
Confusion's night; where in the dark disorders 
Of a divided state, men know not where 
Or how to walk, for fear they lose their way. 
And stumble upon ruin. Mark the race 
Of Sylla*s life ; observe but what has past. 
How still he'as borne a face against this Marius, 
And kept an equal stretch with him. for glory. 

Cin. He'as in the capitol an image set 
Of gold, in honour of his own atchievement ; 
Wherein's described how the Numidian king 
Gave up Jugurtha prisoner to Sylla, 
And all in spite of Marius. Oh now. 
If you are trul^ Roman nobles, wake. 
Resume your rights, and keep your Sylla consul. 
Courage, nobility, and innate honour. 
Justice unbiass'd, the true Roman spirit. 
Presence of mind, jind resolute performance. 
Meet all in Sylla. . ^ 
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Met. Lefsali ame for Sylla. 

All. All for Sylla. [Esioetmi. 

Enter Marius Senior, Marius Junior, and Gra«^ 

NIUS, 

Mar. ien. There Rooie's daemons go. 
Like witches in ill weather ; in this storm 
And tempest of the state, they meet in comers. 
And urge destruction higher: for this end 
They've raisTd their imp, their dear fiimiliar, Sylla^ 
To cross my way, and stop my tide of glory. 
If I am Caius Marius, if Tmbe 
That brought Jugurtha chained in triumph hither ; 
If I am lie that lei Rome's armies out. 
Spent all my years in toil and cruel war ; 
Chiird my warm youth in cold and winter campe^ 
Till I brought settled peace and plenty home ; 
Made her the court and envy of the world ; 
Why does she use me thus! 

mar.jun. Because she's rul'd 
fiy lazy drones that feed on others' labosrs. 
And fatten with the fruits tliey never toii'd for; 
Old gouty senators of crude minds and brains. 
That always are fermenting mischief up» 
And style their private malice public safety — 

Gran. One discontented villain leads a state 
To mad|iess. There's that bell-wether of mutin^r 
And damn'd sedition, Cinna, of a life 
And manners sordid; oqe whose gain's- his God; 
And to tlu^t cursed end he'd sacrifice 
His country's honour, liberty, or peace: 
iNay, had he any, ev'n his very gods. 

Mar, sen. He'as taken Rome ev'n in the nicest minute» 
And easily debauch'd her to his ends, 
When she was over^^doy'd with happiness. 
Wantonly full, and longing after change. 
For Sylla too, a. boy, a woman's play-tbing; 
She has reliiiquish'd me, and flouts my age* 
Constant ill-fortune wait upon her for't^ 



OF CAIUt MABIU8. 123 

And wreck her fete as low as fifst I fmmd it, 

When k lay trembling like a himted prey. 

And hungry ruin had it in the wind; 

When btfb'rous nations, of a race onkaowB, 

From undiacover'd northern regions came. 

To lay her waste, and sweep her from the earth; 

Till I, I Marius rose, the aoiil of all 

The hope she'd left, and, with unwearied toil. 

Dangers each hour, and never-sleeping care, 

(A burthen for a god) opposed myself 

HTwixt her and desolation ; gorg'd the maw 

Of death with slaoghter'd numbers of her foes, 

ftestor'd her peace, and made her name miowii'd. 

Mar,jun. The glory of that war must be remember'd, 
Wlien Rome, like her old mother IVoy, shall lie 
In ashes — ^full three hundred thousand men. 
All sons of fortune, bom and bred in fields. 
Whose trade was war, and camps their habitatioii. 
Hung like a swarm of mischiefs on the hills 
Of Italy, and threatened fate to Enrc^. 

Gran. They came in tribes, as if to take possession, 
And seem'd a pem>le whom the hand of fate 
Had scourged by famine from a barren land; 
Of visage ^ul and ugly, pinch'd and chapp'd 
By bitter frosts and winter winds ; yet fierce 
As hungry lions of the desart. 
Their wives with loads of children at their backs. 
Bold manly hags, whom shame had long forsook. 
And vagrant living had inur'd to ill. 
Followed in troops like furies. 

Mar.jun. And all was done too when that doh Metelhis 
Shrank like a worm, and Sylla scarce was heard of. 

Mar, sen. That curst Metellns stiil has been my plaguy 
And ever done me niostdelib'rate wrong; 
Because, like a tame hawk, 1 scom'd to fly 
Just at his ffuarries, and attend his lure. 
Because I grew too greiit for him in wars. 
And serv'd his country well, he hates me. Twice 
Have I already ofier^d him alliance, . 
And ask'd Lavmia, Marius, for thy bed. 
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Beegary catch roe when again I court him ! 
Why sigh'st tbooy boy 1 stUl at th' unlucky name 
Of that Layinia, I've obseiVd thee thus 
With thy looks fix'dy as if thy fjiie had fei/d thee. 

Mar.Jun, Why did you name Lavinial would she'd 
ne'er 
Been born^ or that Metellns had not got her. 

Mar. sen. Forget her, Marios; she's a dainty bit, 
A delicate, for none but Sylki's taste ; 
Tlie fav'rite Sylla, th' idol that's set op 
To blast thy hopes, and cloud thy fathei^s glories: 
Consider that, my Marius, and forget her. 

Mar.jun. Forget her ! Oh ! she' as beauty might en* 
snare 
A conqu'ror's soul, and make bun leave his crowns 
At random to be scuffled for by slaves. 
Forget her! oh ! teach me (great parent) teach me ; 
Read me each day a lecture of the wrongs 
Done you by that ioglorioiis patrician. 
Till my heart know no longings but revenge. 
And quite forget Lavioia e'er dwelt there. 
Methinks 'twould not be hard, ev'n midst the senate. 
To strike this thro' him in his consul's chair. 
Tumble him thence, and mount it in his stead. 

Mar. sen. Oh ! name not htm and consulship together. 
Sylla and Consul! set them far apart 
As east from west, for as they now are met. 
It bodes confusion, Rome, to thee and thine. 

Graft, rd rather see Rome but one fun'ral pile. 
And all her people quitting her like bees. 
Driven by sulphur from their hives; 
Much rather see her senators in chains 
Dragg'd thro' the streets to death, and slaves made lords^ 
Than see that vain presumptuous upstart's pride 
Succeed, to lead the armies you have bred. 

Mar. sen. Tb such a wrong as even tortures thought. 
That we who've bc^n her champion forty years. 
Fought all her battles with renown'd suooess^ 
And never lost her yet a man in vain. 
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Shottld, now her noblest fortune is at stake* 
And Mithridates' sword b drawn^ be thrown 
Aside, like some old broken battered shield ; 
To see my laureb wither as I rust: 
And all this managed by the cursed craft. 
Petulant envy, and malignant spite. 
Of that old, barking senate's dog, Mctellus. 
Strike me, just gods, with thunder to the earth. 
Lay my gray hairs low in the cave of death. 
Rather than live in mem'ry of such shame ! 

Crran, Perish Metellus first, and all his race ! 

Mar, ien. There spoke the sool of Marius. By the head 
Of Jove, J 

I hate him worse than famine or diseases. 
Perish bis family, let iuvef rate hate 
Commence between our houses from tins moment ; 
And meeting, never let them bloodless part. 
Go, Granius, bid Sulpitius straight be ready 
To meet me with hb guards upon the forum. 
By all the gods, Til chase the d»mon out. 
That rages thus in Rome ; or let her blood 
To that degree, till she grow tame enough 
To tremble at the rod of ray revenge. 
Why didst not thou applaud me for the thought; 
Take me in thy arms, ami cherish my old heart I 
*T had been a lucky omen. Art thou dumb? 

Mar.jun, As dumb as solemn sorrow ought to be. 
Could my grieis speak, the tale would have no end. 
Must I resolve to hate Metelluii' race. 
Yet know Lavuiia took her being thence 1 
Lavinia ! Oh ! there's music in the name. 
That, soft'ning me to infant tenderness, 
Makes my heart spring like the first leaps of life. 

Mar. sen. Then thou art lost: if thou art man or 
Roman, 
If thou hast virtue in thee, or canst prize 
Thv father's honour, scorn her like a slave. 
Hell! love her? Damn her: there's Metellus in her. 
fn ev'ry Im^ of k^ bewitching face 
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There's a resemblance telte whose brood she eame of. 

rd rather see thee io a brothel trapt. 

And basely wedded to a ruiHaii's whore^ 

Than thou should'st think to taint my gen'rous blood 

With the base puddle of that o'er-fed gownmao. 

Lavinia ! 

Mar.jun. Yes, Lavinia: is she not 
As harmless as the turtle of the woods I • 
Fait as the sununer-beauty of the fields? 
As op'oing flowers untainted yet with winds^ 
The pride of nature, and the joy of sense? 
Why first did you bewitch me else to weakness ? 
When from the sacrifice we came together. 
And as by her's our chariot drove along. 
These were your words : that, M arius, that is she 
That must give happiness to thee and Rome, 
Confirming in thy arms my wishM*for peace 
With old Metellus, and break Sylla's heart. 

Mar. sen. Then she was charming; 

Mar.jun. Oh ! I found her so. 
I look'd and ga^'d, and never miss'd my heart. 
It fied so pleasingly away. But now 
My soul is all Lavinia's; now she's fix'd 
Firm in my heart, by secret vows made there, 
Th' indelible records of faithful love. 
You'd have me hate her. Can my nature change? 
Create me o'er again — and I may be 
That haughty master of myself you'd have Die ; 
But as I am, the slave of strong desires. 
That keep me struggling under; tho' I see 
The hopeless state of my unhappy love 
With torment : like a stubborn slave that lies 
Chained to the floor, stretched helpless on bis back, 
I look to liberty, and bveak my heart. 

Mar. sen. Has she yet heard your love, or granted 
her's? 

Mar. jun. U eyes oMiy 9pcsk the language of tbt 
heart. 
If tend'rest glances, sig^ and fuddcD btehcs. 
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May be Interpreted for love in one 
So young, so fair, and innocent as .she. 
Our souls can ne'er be strangers — 

Mar. ntn. No more ; Fil have Lavinia namM no more. 
When next thou nan/st her, let it be with inlamy. 
Tell me, she 'as whor'd, or fled her Other's house 
With some coarse slave to a secret cell of lust. 
And then I'll bless thee. 

Mar.jun, I shall obey. Gods, from your skies look 
down. 
And find like me one wretched, if you can. 
No, sir. 111 speak that hateful name no more. 
But be as curst as you can wish your son. 

Enter SULPITIOS. 

Mar, mh. Oh, Sulfntius! 
Thou darling of my ambition, art thou come I 
What news ? 

Snip. I've left a present at your house ; 
The head of a Metellus, a gay, tall. 
Young thing, that was in time f have been a lord. 
But he's but wormsf meat now. 

Mar.Mn, My best Sulpitins, 
Thou always comforfst roe. See here a man, 
A stranger to my blood as well as fortune; 
But merely of his choice my honour's fnend : 
What mighty things would he not do fnr me 1 
Could'st thou, when honour call'd thee, whine for 
love 1— 

Sulp. How I my young son of war in love T with 
whom? 

Mar. Jun» A woman, sir.— I must not speak her 
name. 

Sti/jp. If it be hopeless love, use generous means^ 
And lay a kinder beauty to the wound. 
Take in a new infection to the heart. 
And the rank poison of the old will 
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Mar.jun, A plantane-leaf is excelleut for that*; 

Snip. For what] 

Mar.jun. For broken shins. 

Snip. Why, art thou mad ? 

Mar. juu. Not inad, but bound more than a mad- 
man is; 
Confib'd to limits, kept without my food, 
Whipt and tormented. — Pr'y thee do not wake me ; 
Let me dream on — 

Sulp. fOh ! the small queen of fairies 
Is busy in his brains; the Mab that comes 
Drawn by a little team of smallest atoms 
Over men's noses as they lie asleep. 
In chariot of an empty hazel-nut. 
Made by a joiner-squirrel : in which state 
She gallops night by night thro' lovers' brains ; 
And then how wickedly they dream, all know. 
Sometimes she courses o'er a courtier's nose. 
And then he dreams of begging an estate ; 
Sometimes she hurries o'er a soldier's neck. 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats ; 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, temper'd blades. 
Of good rich winter-quarters, and false musters : 
Sometimes she tweaks a poet by the ear. 
And then dreams lie 
Of panegyrics, flatt'ring dedications. 
And mighty presents from the Lord knows who ; 
But wakes as empty as he laid him down. 
She has been with Sylla too, and he dreams now 
Of nothing but a consulship ! 

Mar. sen. A rattle ! 
Give the fantastic giddy boy a rattle ; 
The puling fondling should not want a play-thing. 
A consulship ! 

Sulp. By all the gods, hell shake it. 

• « Romeo and Juliet,'* act 1. sc. 8. See the remarki oa thii 
passage in Reed's edition of Shakespeare, 
t •* Rom. and JuL** act 1. sc. 4. 
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He has drawn a force from Capua here to Rome, 

As if he meant destruction or success : 

The rabble too are drunk with him already — 

Mar. sen. Alarum all our citixens to arms 
That are my friends : draw you your guards together. 
And take possession of the Forum. Thou, 
Inglorious boy, behold my face no more. 
Till thou'st done something worthy of my name. 

Manjun. First perish Rome, and all 1 hold most 
dear. 
Rather than let me feel my father^s hate, — 

Mar. sen. Why, that's well said — 

Suip. My troops are all together. 
All ready on the Forum : but the heavens 
Play tricks with us. Our ensigns, as they Stood 
Display'd before our troops, took fire untouched. 
And burnt to tinder. 

Three ravens brought their young ones in the streets. 
Devouring them before the people's eyes ; 
Then bore the garbage back into their nest5« 
A noise of trumpets rattling in the air 
Was heard, and dreadful cries of dying men. 

Mar. sen. It was the Roman genius, that tfms wams^ 
Me, her old friend, not to let slip my fkte. 
Ambition ! (Mi, ambition ! if I've done 
For thee things great and well — shall fortune now 
Forsake me 1 

Hark tliee, Sulpitius, if it come to blows. 
Let not a hair of that Metellus 'scape thee. 
Who'd strip my age of it's most dear-bought honours. 
Else why have I thus bustled in the world. 
Thro' various aud uncertain fortune hurl'd. 
But to be great, imequall'd, and alone ] ' 
Which only he can be who still spurs on. 
As swift at last as when he first begun. [Exeunt. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I*. 

Enter Mbtbllus and Nurse. 

Met. I cannot rest to-night; ill-boding thoughts 
Have cbas'd soft sleep from oiy unsettled brains. 
This seems Lavinia's chamber^ and she up. 
Rest too to-night has been a stranger here. 
LaTinia! my daughter, hoa! Where art thou? 

Num. Now by my maidenhead (at twelve years old 
I had one) 
Come ; what, lamb! what, lady-bird ! gods forbid ! 
Where's this girl Lavinia ? 

Enter Lavinia. 

Lav, How now, who calls? 

Nurse. Yourfather, child. 

Lav. Vm here. Your lordship's pleasure? 

Met. Why up at this unlucky time of night. 
When nought but loathsome vermin are abroad. 
Or witches gathering pob'nous herbs for spells. 
By the pale light of the cold waning moon ] 

Lav. Alas ! I could not sleep : in a sad dream 
Methought I saw one standing by my bed. 
To warn me I should have a care of sleep; 
For 'twould be baneful — 

Met, Dreams give children fears. 

Lav, At which I rose from my Uneasy pillows. 
And to my closet went, to pray the gods 
Tavert th' unlucky omen. 

Met, Twas well done. 
Nurse, give us leave a-while: I must impart 
Something to my Lavmia. Yet stay. 
And hear it too. Thou kuow'st Lavinia's age. 

* « Romeo and Juliet,** act 1. sc. S. 
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Nur$e. Faith I knmv her age to an hour. 

Met, She's bate sixteen. 

Nurse. I'll lay sixteen of my teeth of it; and yet, no 
disparagement, 1 hare bat six ; she's not sixteen. Hovf 
long is't now since Marius triamphed last ? 

Met. No matter, woman; what is that to thee 1 

Ntttse. Even or odd, of all days in the year, smce 
Marius entered Rome in trinniph, 'tis now even thirteeit ' 
years. Yoang Marius tbeii too wa^ but a boy. My 
Lais and she were both of an age. Well, Lais is in 
happiness ; she was too good for me. But, as I wa* 
saying, a month hence she'll be sixteen, ^is since 
Marius triumphed now fhll thirteen years, and then she 
was weaned. Sure I shall never forget it of all days-^ 
npon that day (for I bad then laid wormwood to my 
breast, sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall) my 
lady and you were at the show. Nay, I do bear a 
brain! But, as I said before, when it did taste ther 
wormwood on my nipple, and felt it bitter, pfetty fool ! 
to see it reaehy and fall ont with the nipple. Shout ! , 
quo' the people in the streets. 'Twas no need, I trow, 
to bid me tru:ige. And since that time it is thirteen 
years ; and then she could stand alone ; nay, she could 
run and waddle all about : for just the day before, she 
broke her forehead, and then my husband (peace be* 
with him! he was a merry man) took' up the baggage. 
Ay, quo' he, dost thou fall upon thy face 1 TThou wilt 
fall backward when thou hast more wit ; wilt thou not, 
Viimy ? And, by my fackins, the pretty ehit left crying, 
and said. Ay — I Warrant an I should live a thousand 
years, I never should forget it. Wilt thou not, Vinny ? 
quo' he ; and, pretty fool, it stopt, and said. Ay. 

Met, Enough of this ; stop thy impertinent chat. 

Nurse. Yes, my lord : yet I caimot choose but laugh, 
to think it should leave crying, and say, Ay-*-and yet in 
sadness it had a bump on it's brow as big as a cockril's 
stone ; a parlous knock ! and it cried bitterly. Ay, quoT 
my husband, falVst upon thy face 1 thou Wilt fall back* 

K 2 
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ward when thou com'st to age^ wilt tbou not, Vinny t 
Look you now, it stinted, and said. Ay — 

Met. Intolerable trifling gossip, peace ! 

Nurse. Well ; tbou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I 
nursed. Might I but live to see thee married once^ I 
should be happy. — It stinted, and said Ay — 

Met, What think you then of marriage, my LaTinia? 
It was the subject that I came to treat of. 

Lav, It is a thing I have not dreamt of yet. 

Nurse, Thing? the thing of marriage? were I not 
thy nurse, I would swear thou hadst sucked thy wisdom 
from thy teat. The thing ? 

Met, Think of it now then ; for I come to make 
Proposals may be worthy of your wishes. 
They are for Sylla, the young, the gay, the handsome, 
Noble in bir^h and mino, the valiant Sylla. 

Nurse, A mao, young lady, lady, such a man 
As all the world — why, he's a man of wax. 

Met, Consider, child, my hopes are all in thee ; 
And now old age gains ground so fast upon me, 
'Mongst all it*s sad infinnities, my fears 
For thee are not the smallest. 
Therefore Fve made alliance with this Sylla, 
A high-bom lord, and of the noblest hopes 
That Rome can boast, to give thee to his arms ; 
So in the winter of my age to find 
Rest from all worldly cares, and kind rejoicing 
In the warm sunshine of thy happiness. 

Lav. If happiness be seated in content. 
Or that my being blest can make you so. 
Let roe implore it on my knees. I am 
Your only child ; and still, thro' all the course 
Of my past life, have been obedient too : 
And as you've ever been a lovmg parent. 
And bred me up with watchful, tend'rest care. 
Which never cost me hitherto a tear. 
Name not that Sylla any more ; indeed 
I cannot love him. 
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Met. Why? 

Lav. Indeed I cannot. 

Met. Oh early disobedience ! Bv the gods, 
Debauch'd already to her sex's folly, 
Perverseness^ and untoward headstrong will I 

Lav. Think me not so ; f gladly shsul subnilt 
To any thing; nay, must submit to all : 
Yet think a little, or you sell my peace. 
The rites of marriage are of mighty moment: 
And should you violate a thing so sacred 
Into a lawAi] rape, and load my soul 
With hateful bonds, which never can grow easy. 
How miserable am I like .to be ! 

Met. Has then some other taken up your hMirt, 
And banished duty as an exile thence ? 
What sensual lewd companion of the night 
Have you been holding conversation with» 
From open windows at a midnight hour, 
When your loose wuhes would not let you sleep 1 

LofD. If I should love, is that a feult in one 
So young as n I cannot guess the cause. 
But when you first nam'd Svlla for my love. 
My heart shrunk back, as if you'd done it wrong; 
If I did love, I'll tell you— if I durst. 
Oh Afarius ! 

Met. Hah ! 

Lav. Twas Marius, sir, I nam'd ; 
That enemy to you, and all your house. 
Twas an unlucky omen thatpthe first 
Demanded me in marriage for his son. 
Yet, sir, believe me, I as soon could wed 
That Marius, whom Fve cause to hate, as Sylla. 

Met. *No more ; by all the gods, 'twill make me mad. 
Tliat daily, nightly, hourly, ev'ry way. 
My care has been to make thy fortune high; 
And having now provided thee a lord, 

* *< Romeo and Juliet," act S. k. 5. 
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Of noblest parentage, of fair demesnes. 

Early in fame, youthful, and well allied. 

In ev'ry thing as thought could wish a man. 

To have at last a wretched, puling fool, 

A whining suckling, ignorant of her good, 

To answer, Fil not wed, I cannot lave I 

If thou art mine, resolve upon compliance. 

Or think no more to rest beneath ray roofs. 

Go, try thy risk in fortune's barren tkld. 

Graze where thou wilt, but think no more of me. 

Till thy obedience welcome thy return^ 

Lav, Will you then quite east off your poor Lavinia, 
And turn me like a vagrant out of doors. 
To wander up and down the streets of Rome^ 
And beg my bread with sorrow 1 Can I bear 
The proud and bard revilings of a slave^ 
Fat with his master's plenty, when I ask 
A little pity for my pinching wants? 
Shall I endure the cold, wet, windy night. 
To seek a shelter under dropping eves, 
A porch my bed, a threshold for my pillow, 
Shiv'ring and starv'd for want of warmth and food, 
Sweird with my sighs, and almost cboak'd with tears? 
Must I, at the uncharitable gates 
Of proud great men, implore relief in vain ? 
Must I, your poor Lavinia, bear all this. 
Because I am not mistress of my heart. 
Or cannot love according to your liking? 

Met. Art thou not mispress of thy heart then? 

Lav. No; 
^Tis giv'n away. 
. Met,. To whom ? 

Lttv* I dare not tisll. 
But ril endeavour strongly to forget him. 
If you'll forget but Sylla. 

Met, Thou dost well. 
Conceal hb name, if thou'dst preserve his life ; 
^or if there h^ a death in flome that might 
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Be bought, it should not miss him. From this lioinr 

Cunt be thy purposes, most curst diy love. 

And if thou marriesty in thy wedding-night 

May all the curses of an iiyur'd parent 

Fall thick, and blast the blessings of thy bed. 

Lav. What have you donel Alasl sn*, as you ipol», 
Methought the fury of your words took place. 
And struck my heart like lightning, dead within me. 
Gone too ?— [EttU Mctfllut. 

Is there no pity sitting in the clouds 
That sees into the bottom of my grief I 
Alas ! that ever beay'n should pnwtise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself! 
What say'st thou? hast thou not a word of joy 1 
Some comfort. Nurse, in this extremity. 

Nurse. Marry, and there's but needon't: Od's my 
life, this dad of our^s was an arrant wag in hb young 
days for all this. Well, and what then? Marius is 
a man, and so's Sylla. Oh! but Marius's lip! and 
then Sylla's nose mid forehead! But then Marius's eye 
again, how 'twill sparkle, and twinkle, and rowl, and 
sleer I But to see Sylla a horseback ! But to see Afarius 
walk or dance* I such a leg, such a foot, such a shape, 
such a motion ! Ah, a^^-weil, Marius is the man, muit 
be the man, and shall be the man. 

Xitfv. He's by his father's nature rough and fierce. 
And knows not yet the follies of my love : 
And when he does, perhaps may scorn and hate me. 

Nurse, Yes, yes, he's a rude, unmannerly, ill-bred 
fellow : he's not the flowor of courtesy ; but Til war- 
rant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go thy ways, child^ 
serve Gkxi. What! a fatber^s an old man; and old 
men, they say, will take care. But a young roan! 
girl, ah ! a young man ! ^re's a great deal m a young 
man ; and thou shalt have a young man. What 1 I 

* Dancmg was not admitted among the fashionable accoo* 
plisbmeott of the Ronuw. 
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have been thy nurse these sixteen years, and I should 
know what's. good for thee^ surely. Oh ! Ay — a youitg 
man! 

Lav. Now pr'ythee leave me to myself a-while. 

[Exit Nurse* 
Tis hardly yet within two hours of day. 
Sad nights seem long — Yi\ down into the garden. 
The queen of night 

Shines fair with all her virgin stars about her. 
Not one amongst them all a friend to me : 
Yet by their light a-while I'll guide my steps. 
And think what coiirse my wretched state nmst take. 
Oh, Marius ! [Exit Lavinia. 

SCENE II *•— ^ walled'Garden belonging to Metellus's 

House. 

Enter Mabius Junior. 

Mar.jun, How vainly have I spent this idle night I 
£v'n wine can't heal the ragings of my love. 
This sure should be the mansion of I^vinia; 
For in such groves the deities first dwelt. 
.Can I go forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull eartli, and find thy centre out* 

[Enters the garden. 

Enter Granius ^nif Sulpitius. 

Gra, This way be went — ^Why, Marius I brother 
Marius I 

Sulp. Perhaps he's wise, and gravely gone to bed. 
There's not so weak a drunkard as a lover ; 
One bottle to hb lady's health quite addles him. 

Gra, He ran thb way, and leap'd this orcbard-waU«h 
Call, good Sulpitius. 

* ** Romeo and Juliet," act 1. sc. 1. 
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Sii^« Nay, ril coigure too. 
Wby, Marius! Humours! PaasioD! Madman! Lover! 
Appear tliou in the likeness of a sigh; 
Speak but one word, and I am satisfied. 
He hears not, neither stirs he yet. Nay then^ 
I conjure thee bv bright Lavinia's eyes. 
By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip. 
By her fine foot^ straight kg, and quiv'ring thigh. 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Gra. Hold, good Sulpitiits, this will anger him — 

Suip, This cannot anger him. Twould anger him 
To raise a spirit in his lady's amis. 
Till she had laid and cliarm'd it down again. 

Gra. Lefs go; he has hid himself among these trees^ 
To dye his melancholic mind in night : 
Blind in bis love, and best befits the dark. 

Sulp. Pox o'this love, this litle scarecrow love. 
That trights fools, with his painted bow of lath. 
Out of their feeble sense. 

Gra. Stop there — ^let's leave the subject and it's slave; 
Or bum MeteUus* house about his ears. 

Sulp, This morning Sylla means to enter Rome ; 
Your father too demands the consulship. 
Yet now, when he should think of cutting throats. 
Your brother's lost ; lost ui a maae of love^ 
The idle tmantry of callow boys. 
I'd rather trust my fortunes with a daw, 
That hops at ev'ry butterfly he sees, 
Than have to do in honour with a man. 
That sells his virtue for a woman's smiles. [£iieiiiil. 

Enter Mabius Junior, tn the Garden^ 

Mar.juM. He laughs at wounds, that never felt their 
smart. 

.f ** Ronwo and Juliet,* act 1. ic.2. 
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What light Is that which breaks thro' yonder shade 1 

[Lavinia in the BdUomfm 
Oh! 'tis my love. 

She seems to hang upon the chedc of night. 
Fairer than snow apon the raven^s back» 
Or a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear. 
Were she iu yonder sphere, she'd shme so bright. 
That birds would sing, and think the day were breaking. 

Lav, Ah me ! 

Mar.jun. She speaks : 
Oh ! speak again, bright angel ; for thou art 
As glorious to this night, as sun at noon 
To the admiring eyes of gazing mortals. 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds. 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Lav, O Marius, Marius ! wherefore art thou lUariusf 
Deny thy family, renounce thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love. 
And rU no longer call Metellns parent. 

Mar.jun. Shall I hear this, and yet keep silence ? 

Lav. No. 
nrb but thy name that is my enemy. 
Thou would'st be still thyself, tho' not a Marius ; 
Belov'd of me, and charmine as thou art. 
What's in a name ? that which we call a rose. 
By any other name would smell as sweet. 
So Marius, were he not Marius caU'd, 
Be still as dear to my desiring eycs^ 
Without that title. Marius, lose thy name, 
And for that name, which is no part of thee. 
Take aU Lavmia. 

Mar.jun. At thy word I take thee; 
Call me but thine, and joys will so trmsport me, 
J shall forget myself, and quite be chang'd. 

Lm. Who art thou, that, thai hid aad veil'd in 
night. 
Hast overheard my follies 1 

Mar.jun. By a nattw 
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i know QOt bow to tell thee who I am. 

My name, dear creature, 's hateful to myself. 

Because it is an eoeiuy to thee. 

Lav. Marius? bow cam'st thou hither? tell; and 
whyl 
The orchard-walls are high, and bard to climb. 
And the place death, consid'ring who thou art. 
If any of our family here find thee. 
By whose directions didst thou find thu place ? 

Mar.jun. By love, that first did prompt me to en- 
quire. 
He lent me counsel, and I lent biro eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet wert thou as far 
As the vast shore wash'd by the farther sea, 
rd hazard ruin for a priae so dear — 

Lav, Oh Marius ! vain are all such hopes and withea, 
The hand of heav'u has thrown a bar between us; 
Our houses' hatred, and the fate of Rome, 
Where none but Syila must be happy now. 
All bring him sacrifices of some sort. 
And I must be a victim to his bed. 
To-night my iaUier broke the dreadful news; 
And when I urg'd him for the right of love. 
He threatened me to banish me his house. 
Naked and shiftless to the world. Would'st thou, 
Marius^ receive a beggar to thy bosom } 

Mar, jun. Oh ! were my joys but fixt upon that 
point, 
rd then shake hands with fortune^ and be firieuds; 
Thus grasp my happiness, embrace it Ifaus, 
And bless thrill turn that gave thee to my arras. 

Lav. Thou kuow'st tlie mask of nif^t is on my &ce. 
Else should I blush for what thou'st beard me speak. 
Fain would I dwell on form ; fain, fain deny 
The things I've said : but farewell all such rollies! 
post thou then love? I know thou'lt say thou dost! 
And I must take thy word, tho' thou prove false. 

Mar, jun. By yon bright Cynthia's beams that shine 
above! 
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Lav. Ob ! swear not by tbemooo, th' inconstant inoos. 
That changes monthly, and sbines but by seasons^ 
Lest that thy love prove variable too. 

Mar,jun, What shall I swear by? 

Lav. Do ncft swear at all. 
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self. 
Who art the god of my idolatry. 
And I'll believe thee. 

Mar,jun, Witness, all ye pow'rsi 

Lav. Nay, do not swear : altho' my joy be great, 
Fm hardly satisfied with this night's contract : 
It seems too rash, too unadvis'd and sudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
Ere one can say it is. Therefore this time 
Good-night, my Marius. May a happier hour 
Bring us to crown our wishes. 

Mar.jun. Why, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 

Lav. What would'st thou have 1 

Mar.jun. Th' exchange of love for mine. 

Lav. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it ; 
And yet I wish I could retrieve it back. 

Mar.jun. Why 1 

Lav, But to be frank, and give it thee again; 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea. 
My love as deep : the more I give to thee, 
Tlie more I have ; for both are infinite. 
I hear a noise within. Farewell, my Marius ; 
Or stay a little, and I'll come again *. 

Mar.jun. Stay ! sure for ever. 

Lav. Three words, and, Marius, then good-night in- 
deed. 
If that thy love be honourably meant. 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow. 
And all my fortunes at thy feet I'U lay. 

Nurse, (within) Madam! 

Lav. I come anon. But if thou mean'st not well> 
I do beseech thee — 

• Here Juliet ciit, aod returns. 
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Nurse, (mthin) Madam! Madam! 

IjOv. — By-and-by, I come. — 
To cease thy suit, and leave m^ to. my griefs. 
To-morrow I will tend — [Exit. 

Mar.jun. So thrive my soal. Isnotallthisudream* 
Too lovely, sweet» and flatt'ring to be truel 

Re-enter Latinia. 

Lav. Hist, Marius, hist. Oh for a fklc'ner's voice. 
To lure this tassel-gentle back again*. 
Restraint has fears, and may not speak aloud : 
Else would I tear the cave where echo Ues, 
With repetition of my Marius — 

Marjun, It is my love that calls me back again. 
How sweetly lovers' voices sound by night ! 
Like softest music to attending ears. 

Lav. Marius! 

Mar. My dear! 

JLtfo. At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall I send to thee? 

Mar.jun. At the hour of nine. 

Lav. I will not fail : 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Mar.jun. Let me here stay till thou remember'st why. 

Lav. The morning's breaking; I would have thee gone; 
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird. 
That lets it hop a little from her hand. 
To pull it by it's fetters back agaui. 

Mar.jun. Would I were thine ! 
< Lav. Indeed and so would I : 
Yet I should kill thee sure with too much cherishing. 
Nq more — good-night. 

Mar.jun. There's such sweet pain in parting. 
That I could hang for ever on thy arms. 
And look away my life into thy eyes. 
. Xmv. To-morrow will come. 

• See the nocbs on this psMage in Reed'f Shalc^peam 
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Mar.jun. So it will. Oood-night. 
Heav'n be thy guard, and all it's blessings watt thee — 

[Exit Latinifir 
To-morrow! 'tis no longer: but desires 
Are swift, and longing love would lavish time. 
To-morrow!- oh to-morrow! till that come. 
The tedious hours move heavily away, 
And each long minute seems a lazy day. 
Already light is mounted in the air. 
Striking itself thro' ev'ry element. 
Our party will by this time be abroad. 
To try the fate of Marius and Rome. ^ 

Love and renown sure court me thus together ; 
Smile, smile, ye gods, and give success to both« [Exit, 

SCENE IR.—The Forum. 

Enter Four Citizens. 

3 at. Well, neighbours, now we are here, what 
must we do ? 

1 at. Why, you mnst give your vote for Caios Ma- 
rius to be consul ; and if any body speaks against you, 
knock 'em down. 

2 at. The truth on't is, there's nothing like a civil 
goveroment, where good subjects may hive leave to 
knock brains out to maiiitafn privileges. 

3 at. Look yon«--but whafs this Sylla? tbis Syliat 
I've heard great talk of him — he's a damnable fighting 
fellow, they say ; but bang him — he's a lord* 

1 at. Ay, so he is, neighbours: and I know not why 
any one should be a lord more than anolher. I care not 
for a lord : what good do they do? nothing but run in 
our debts^ and tic with our wives-^ 

4 at. Why, there's a grievance now. I have three 
boys at borne, no more mine than Rome's mine: they 
are all feir curled-hair cupids; and I'm an honest, blaek« 
tawny, kettle-faced fellow. — ^I'U ha' no lords. — 

[Drwm mni trumpets. 
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1 CU. Hark ! hark ! drums and trumpets ! drums and 
trumpets ! they are comhig. Be you sure you roar out 
for a Marius ; and do as much mischief as you can. — 

Enter llAJtivs Senior ostf Am Sohb; Mabius bonu 
upon the shoulders of two Roman Slaves ; Sulpitius 
at the head of the Guards. [Trua^s. 

Sulp. Hearken, ye men of Rome ; I, I Sulpitius, 
Your trihune, and protector of your freedom. 
By virtue of that office, here have call'd you 
To choose tf consul. Mitliridates^ king 
Of Pontus,* has begun a war upon us. 
Invaded our allies, our edicts violated. 
And threatens Rome itself. Whom vdll you choose 
To lead you forth in this most glorious war 1 
Marius or Sylla? 

All Cit, A Marius! a Marius! a Marius! 

Mar. sen. Countrymen, 
And fellow-citizens, my brethren all. 
Or, if it nuiy be thought a dearer name. 
My sons, my children, glory of my age; 
I come not hither arni'd, to force your suffirage. 
As Sylla does to enter Rome with powV, 
As if he meant a triumph o'er his country ; 
I have not made a party in the senate. 
To bring you into slavery, or load 
Your necks with the hard yoke of lordly pow'r. 
I am no noble, but a free-bom man, 
A citizen of Rome, as all you are, 
A loifet of your liberties and laws. 
Your rights and privileges. Witness here 
These iNNinds, which in your service I have got. 
And best plead for me — 

All Cit. Marius ! Marius ! Marius ! no Sylla ! no 
Sylla! no Sylla! 

Sulp, No more remains — 
Most noble consul, but that straight you mount 
The seat tribunal— lictors, bring your rods, 
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Axes, and fasces, and present them here. 
Hail, Cains Marius^ consul of the war I 



Trumpet. Enter Metellus, Cinna, Antonius, 
QuiNTUS PoMPEius, hU Son, Sfc. Guards. 

' Met. See, Romans, there the ruin of your freedom. 
The blazing meteor that bodes ill to Rome; 
Oppression, tyranny, avarice, and pride. 
All centre in that melancholic brow. 
If you are mad for slav'ry, long to try 
The weight of absolute chains, once more proclaim him; 
And shout so loud till Mithridates hear. 
And laugh to think your throats fit for his sword. 
Take me, take all your senators, and drag 
Us headlong to the Tyber — plunge us in. 
And bid adieu to liberty for ever — 
Then turn, and fall before your new-made god ; 
Bring your estates, your children, and your wives. 
And lay 'em at the feet of hb ambition. 
This you must do ; and well it will become 
Such slaves, who sell their charters for a holy-day. 

at. No M arius ! no M anus ! 

Met. Quintus Pompeius, in the senate's name, 
As consul, we command thee to demand 
Justice of Marius, and proclaim him traitor. 

Q. Pomp. Descend then, Marius, traitor to the state 
And liberty of Rome, and hear thy sentence. 

Mar. sen. Now, by thegods, this causeisworthy of me. 
Worthy my fete. 

Is this the right and liberty of Rome, 
To pull if s lawful consul from his seat, 
Unjudg'd, and brand him with the mark of traitor T 
Draw all your swords, all you that are my friends; 
Sulpitius, damn the rabble, let them fall 
Like common dross, with that well-spoken fool. 
That popular clack; or let us sell our fetes 
So dear, that Rome may sicken with our falL 
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AllCit. No Marias! no Marius! Down with him^ 
down with hiin — 

Snip, Ha! what art thoaf \ 

Y. Pomp. The Consul's son. 

Snip, A worm ; j 

A thin sldii full of dirt ; and thus I tread thee 
Into thy mother earth — [Kills htm* 

Mar. sen. Drag hence that traitor^ 
And bring me straight his head upon thy dart; 
The fate of Rome's begun. 

Q. Pomp. Our children niurder*d, 
Tlius massiicred before our eyes! come all 
That love Pompeius, and revenge his loss. 

Sulp. Fall on. 

Ail Cit. No Marius! no Marius! liberty! liberty !^c# 

[Thej/ fight ; Marius CM^Mcrt.' 

Mar. seH» Thanks for this good beginnings godsf 
these slaves. 
These wide-mouth'd brutes, that bellow thus for freedom^ 
Oh! how they ran before the hand'of pow'r. 
Flying for shelter into ev'ry brake! 
Like cow'rdly fearful slieep they break Iheiv herd, 
When tlie wolfs out, ahd ranging for his prey. 
Sulpitius, thy guards did noble service. 

Sulpi Oh I they are fellows fit for you and I, 
Fit for the work of power: say the word. 
Not one amongst 'em all but what shall run. 
Take an old grumbling senator by th' beard. 
And shake his head off from his shrinking shoulders. 

Mar* «Mi. Sylla, I hear, is at the gates of Rome, 
Proclaim straight liberty to ev'ry slave 
That will but own the cause of Caius Marius. 
Horror, confusion, and inverted order. 
Vast desolation, slaughter, death and ruin. 
Must have their courses, ere this ferment settle. 

' Thus the great Jove above, who rules alone, 
. * When men forget his God-like pow'r to own,. 

* Uses no common means, no common ways, 

' But sends forth thunder, and the world obeys/ 

[Exeunt.. 

VOL. II.. L 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 
Enter Sulpitius> Oranius, amd all the Guards. 

Sidp. Rome never saw a morniog sure like tkis: 
Now she begins to know the rod of pow'r^ 
Her wanton blood can smart. 
Were I th^ consul, not a head in Rome, 
That had but thoughts of Sylla, should stand safe. 

Gran, Slaughter should have continued with the day> 
Mercy but gives sedition time to rally. 
EVry softy pliant, talking, busy rogue, 
Oath'ring a flock of hot-brain'd fools together. 
Can preach up new rebellion. Till the heads 
Of all those heav'nly-inspir'd knaves be crush'd. 
No power can be safe—- • 

Sulp. Much will this day 
Determine ; Sylla's now before the walls. 
And all his forces ready for command. 
Four thousand slaves have taken hold on freedom. 
And come on proclamation to our side. 

Gran. Where should my brother be 1 Hecame not home 
To-night. 

Sulp. Think of him as a wretch that's dead, 
Stabb'd with an eye, run thro' the brains with love. 

Graft. He talk'd of sending Sylla a defiance. 

Sulp. Writ with a pen made of a Cupidls quill. 

Gran. Why, whatsis Syllal 

Sulp. A most courageous captain at a congee ; 
He fights by measure, as your artists ang ; 
Keeps dbtance, time, proportion ; rests hU rests* 
One, two, and the third in your guts. 
Oh I he's the very butcher of a button. 

Gran. Would I could see my brother. That damu'd 
love 
Of women ruins noblest purposes. 
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Sulp. That sex was iint in mock'ry of at mtde. 
They are the false deceitful glassei, where 
We gaze, and dress oorselves to all the shapes 
Of folly. What is*! woman cannot do ! 
She'll make a statesman quite forget his ctmning. 
And trust his dearest secrets to her breast^ 
Where fops have daily entrance: make a priest. 
Forgetting the hypocrisy ofs office. 
Dance and shew tricks, to prove his strength and brawn: 
Make a projector quibble; an old judge 
Put on false hair, and paint: and after all, 
Tho' she be known the lewdest of her tex. 
She'll make some fool or other think she's honest. 
Your father promis'd me to meet me here. 
I wonder he delays so long. 

Gran. He comes; /(^l* 

And with him too my brother* ,fe' ^ . . r:^ ^^^^ 

Sulp. See your general. '%'. ':^ S 

Salute him all my :fellow-soldiers« ^"^(^My^ [Skaui, 



Enter MxRivn Senior, onifMARlus Jnnior. 

Mar. sen. This, 
Sulpitius, looks like power. Granius, here 
Receive thy brother to thy arms, and bless liim: 
He has done a thing most worthy of our name. 
Sent a defiance into Sylla's camp. 
Challenging forth the stoutest champion there. 
In vindication of his father's cause ; 
And not an outlaw there dare send his answer. 
Once more, Sulpitius, are the people our's, 
Enrag'd with Syl1a*s coming arm'd, to force 
The city: at the Celimontane gate 
He's posted now ; let's send him, straight, coipmands^ 
r th' name o' tli' senate and the Roman people, 
T' advance no farther, till the state of Rome 
Be heard in public, and my choice con^rm'd. 
Or he continued consul — 

Sufp. That would he 
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Bat to prolong necessity; fov Rome 

Most bleed: and since tke rabble now is ouKs^ 

Keep the fools hot, preach dangers in their ears. 

Spread false reports o'th' senate, working up 

Tlieir madness to a fiiry quick and desperate. 

Till they run headlong into civil discords. 

And do .our business with their own destruction. 

Granius, go thou. 

Send word, to Sylla that he lay down arms^ 

And render up himself to Rome. 

Mar. jun. There's still 
A dang'rous wheel at work; a thoughtful villain, 
Cinna,. who has rais'd his fortune by the jars 
And discords. of hb country: like a fly 
O'er flesh, he buzzes about itching ears. 
Till he has vented hb infection there. 
To fester into rancour and sedition. 
Would he were safe ! 

Mar, sen. And safe he shall be: let him be proscrib'd ; 
7%e fine upon hb head, if s weight in gold. 
Would I could buy Metellus's as cheap ! 
I have a tender foolbhness within me. 
May sometimes get the better of my rage. 
Sulpitius, therefore keep me warm ; still ply 
My ebbing fiary with the tliought of Sylla/ 
Th' ungrateful senate, and MetelW pride; 
And let not any thing may make me dreadful 
Be left undone. Now to our troops lef s hasten. 
And wait for Sylla's answei^ at our arms. 

[Ex, Mar. sen. and Granius. 

Sulp, Is not tlus better now than whining love I 
Now thou again art.Marius, son of arms» 
Thy father's honour, and thy friends' delight 

Enter Nurse a$td CLODIUS^ 
Mar.jun. Salpitius,what€omes hereTasail^Sulpitiutl 
* « Romeo and Juliet,*^ act 8. ic. 4. 
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Suip. A tattered one, and weather-beaten nrocb. 
Many a boisterous storm has she been toss'd in. 
And many a pilot kept her to the wind. 

Aterse. Clodius. 

Chd. Madam, 

Snip, Madam! 

iVkrie. My fan, Clodius. 

Sm^. Ay, good Clodius, to hide her face. 

Nurte. Good-morrow, gentlemen. 

Snip. Oood-ev'n, fair gentlewoman. 

NuTBt. Fair gendewomau I Really 'tis very hot. 

Sufy» It should be so by your ladyship's parch'd fiice. 

iVKrsf. Marry come up, my gossip: whose man are 
you I 

Suip. A woman's man, my Sybil : wookl'st thou try 
My strength in feats of amorous engagement, 
Li»d me among the beauteous whoe they run 
Wild in their youth, and wanton to their wildness. 
Where I may choose tlie foremost of the herd. 
And bear her trembling to some bank, bedeck'd 
With sweetest flowers, such as joy would choose 
To dwell in ; throw my inspired arms about her. 
And press ber, till she thought herself more blest 
Than lo panting with the joys of Jove. 

Nurm. Ptontmg! joys ! and Jove! Now by my troth 
'tis very prettv. But, gentlemen, can any of you tell 
where I may nod young Marius ? 

Mar.jun, Yes, I can tell you, madam ; I am he. 

Sulp. Hah 1 by tliis light, a bawd. So ho ! 
Come, let's away. I hate a morning bawd. 
That stmks of last night's office — [Exit Snip. 

Nwrte. Pray.jsir, what saucy fellow's he that's gone? 

Mar. jun. A gentleman. Nurse, that loves to hear 
himself talk ; and will speak more in a minute than hell 
stand to in a month. 

^ iViirsf . An he speak any thing against me. 111 take 
him down an he were lustier than he is, and twenty such 
Jacks, or 111 find those that shall. But now, sir, 1 wish 
you much joy— I hear you arc— 
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Mat, jnn. Married ; this day the blessed deed was 
done, 
Wiien the unhappy dhcords first took flame 
Betwixt my father and the senate ; then 
A holy priest of Hymen, whom with gold 
I brib'd to yield us privately his office, 
Join'd our kind hands, and now she's ever aiine. 

Nurse, Well ; 'fore God, I am so vexed, that every 
part about me quivers. fi«t pray, sir^ a word : and, as 
I told you, my young lady bade me find you out. 
What she bade me say, I'll keep to myself. Bat first 
let me tell you, if you have led her into a fo^'s paradise, 
» they say ; for the gentlewoman is young; and there* 
fore if you should deal doubly with her, tlio' you don't 
lo0k like a gentlemaa that would uie donble^eaikig 
with a lady — 

Mar. jwi. Commend me to thy lady. I protest-^ 

Nurse, Good heart, and if faith, I will tell as much. — 
Lord ! Lord ! she will be a joyful woman. 

Mar. jun. Bid her devise thfe eVning to receive 
Me at her window : here is fof thy pains*— 

[Gives M&nsy, 

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a drachma. 

Mar. jun. Away ; I say, you shalk 

Nurse. This evening, say ymil well, she sfaaU be 
there. 

Mar. jun. And stay, kind Nurse, behind the garden* 
WdlK 
Within this hour my man siiall meet thee there ; 
And bring thee cords made like a tackling-laddBr, 
Which to the blessed mansion of my joy 
Must be my conduct m the secret night. 
]F\irewell — be true, and I'll reward thy pains. 

Nurse. Now heavens bless thee-*- hark you^ air. 

Mar. jun. What say'st thou. Nurse I 

Nurse. Nothing, but that my mistress is the sweetest 
lady. Lord ! Lord ! when it was a little prating thing — 
Oh ! — there's a spark, one Sylia, that would fkin have » 
finger in the pie— but ^lie, good 80ttl> had a$ Uftve btaqr 
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of a toad^ a very toad^ a« bear of him. I anger her 
sometimefly and tell her Syila in the propeller man — ^hut 
111 warrant you^ when I sav so, she looks as pale as any 
clout in the 'versal world. Well, you'll b« sure to 
come. — 

Mar. jun. As sure as truth. 

Nurm. Well, when it was a little thing, and used to 
lie with me, it would so kick, so sprawl, and so play— ^ 
and then I would tickle it, and then it would laugh, and 
then it would play again. When it had tickling and' 
playing enough, it would go to sleep as gentle as a 
lamb. I shall never forget it — ^Then you'll be sure to 
come. — 

Mar, jun. Can I forget to live 1 

Nwrae. Nay, but swear thoa|;b. 

Mar. jun. By this kiss, which thou shalt carry 
Lavinia. 

Nune. Oh! dear sir, by no means. Indeed you 
shall not. I have been driidcing aqua viUt. Oh I those 
eyes of your's I 

Mar. jun. Till night farewell. — 

Nurse. Till night; I'll say no more, but da, da. 
Come, Clodius. Ah I those eyes. 

[Est. Nurse and Clodius. 

Mar. Jun. What pains she takes with her officious 
folly! 
How happy is the ev'ning-tide of Kfe, 
When phlegm has quench'd our passions, trifling out 
The feeble remnant of our silly days 
In follies, such as dotage best is pleasM with. 
Free from the wounding and tormenting cares 
That toss the Uioughtful, active, busy mindl 
Tho' this day be the dearest of my life. 
There's something hangs most heavy on my heart. 
And my brain's skk with dulness. 

filler Marics Senior. 

Mar. em. Whare's this MtVer, 
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Tbis most inglortoiis son of Caius Marios ] 
With folded arms and down-cast eyes he stands, 
Tibis roarks and em.bleni of a woman's fool. 

Mar. jun.. My father! 

Mar. sen. Call ime by some other name ; 
Dissrace me not : I'm Marius ; 
And surely Marius has small right in thee. 
Would Sylla's soul were thine, and thine were his ! 
That he, as thou hast done, now glory calls, 
MigHt run /or belter to a woman's arms, 
^d hide him in her bosom, like a babe* 

Mflr.jun, Then Vm a coward? 

Mar. sen. Art tliou not 1 

Mar.jun. I am. 
That thus can bear reproaches, and yet live^ 
Purst any man but yoji have call'd me so ? 
Oh let me fall, embrace and kiss your feet. 
YouVe rais'd a spirit in me prompts m\ heart 
Tp such a work as fame ne'er talk'd of yet. 
How '11 you dispose Lavinia ? 

Mar. sen. Let her fall. 
As I would all her family and name. 
Forgotten that they cither ever gave 
T^y fether's head dishonour, or thee pain. 

fll^r.jun. 'Twasan unlucky sentence. She's scarce 
more 
Metellus' daughter now than your's ; our hands 
Wex}e by ^ priest this morning join'd. ]V(iay heay'n 
Avert th' ill omen, and preserve my father ! 

Mar. sen. Married ! say ruin'd, lost, and curst. 

Mar. jun. You've torn 
The secret from me, and I wait your doom. — 

Mar, sen. Go where I never more may hear thee nam'd, 
Qo farthest from ine, get thee to Metellus, 
Fall on thy knees, and henceforth call him parent. . 
I've yet one son, that surely won't forsake me : 
Else in this breast I shall have glorious thoughts. 
That will at least give lustre to my ruin, 
farewell — my once be^t hopes, now greatest shan^* 
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Mar. jmrn* Condenui me rather to the wont of deaths* 
Or send me chaio'd to Syila like a slave. 
Than banish me the blessing of your presence. 
I've thooghtf and bomvled all my wishes so. 
To die for you is happiness enough ; 
Twould be too much t' enjoy Lavinia too. 

Mar, sen. Again Lavinia ? 

Mar, jum. . Yes ; this coward slave. 
This most inglorious son of Caius Marius, 
Tho' wedded to the brightest beauty, rais'd 
To th' highest expectation of delight, 
Ev'n in this minute, when love prompts his heart, 
And tells what mighty pleasures are preparing. 
Is master of a mind unfettered yet. 

Mar. ten. What canst thou do 1 

Mar. jun. This night I should have gone. 
And ta'eu possession of Lavinia's bed ; 
But, by tlie gods, these eyes no more shall see her. 
Till I've done something that's above reward, 
.And you yourself present her to my arms. 

Mar. ten. Why dost thou talk thus to me ? 

Mar. jun. Hark! [Trtmpeis, 

•The trumpets sound^ and bus'ness is at hand. 
It seems as if our guards upon the walls 
Were just engaged, and S^lla come upon 'em. 
The gods have done me justice. 

Mar. aen. Get thee gone. 
And leave me to my iate, 
Tho' maim'd and wounded, and unfit for war. 

Mar. jun. I'll follow you— 

Mar. ten. Thou shalt not. — 

Mar. jun. By the gods, I will. 

Mar. ten. How! disobey'd then! 

Mar. jun. Bid a courser spurred 
Stop in Ins full career ; bid tides run back. 
Or sailing ships stand still before the wind, 
Pr winds themselves not blow when Jove provokes 'em. 

Mar. ten. Away, and do not tempt my fury fiEuther. 

Jilar. jun* Why, would ^ou kill me 1 , 
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Mar. sen. No, uo : I hope thou art reseiVd yet for 
A better fate. 

Mar.jun, Thanks, heav'n! 
These few kind words ^hew I'm not quite unhappy. 

Mar. sen. Then do hot contradict my will in this; 
But part, and when our hands next meet again, 
Be't in the heart of Sylla or Metellus— [Exit. 

\Trvmpets again. 

Mar. jun. Sound higher, ye shrill instruments of tvar« 
And urge it's horrors up, till they become, 
if possible, as terrible as mine. 
Oh my Lavinia ! tho' this night I fall. 
At my return I shall be doubly happy. 
Such trials the great ancient heroes past, '\ 

Who little present happiness could taste, > 

Yet did great actions, and were gods at last. [ExU.} 

SCENE 11.— Metellus'* House. 
Enter LaviKia*. 

Lav. Gallop apace, ye fiery-footed steeds, 
Tow'rds Phcebus' lodging. Such a charioteer 
As Phaeton would lash you to the west. 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
Spread thy close curtains, love-performing night. 
Thou sober-suited matron all in black ; 
That jealous eyes may wink, and Marius 
Leap to these arms uutsdk'd-of, and unseen. 
Oh I give me Marius ; and when he shall die. 
Take him and cut him out in little stars. 
And he will make the face of heay'n so fine, 
Tliat all the world shall grow in love with night. 
And pay no worship to the gaudy sun. 
Oh ! I have bought the mansion of a love. 
But not possest it — ^Tedious is this day. 
As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child that has new robes^ 

• «* Romeo and Juliet," act S. ic. 2. 
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Enter Nurse «fiif Clodius*. 

And may not wear 'era. Wekome, Nurse : what news 1 
How ^res the lord of ali mvjoys, iny Marius? 

Nurse, Oh! a chair ! a cuair ! No questions, but a 
chair ! So. 

JLav. Nay, pr'y thee. Nurse, why dost thou look so sad } 
Oh ! do not spoil the music of good tidings 
With such a melancholic wretched face. 

Nurse, Oh ! I am weary, very weary. Clodius, my 
.cordial-bottle. Fy I how my bones ache ! what a jaunt 
have I had ! 

Lav. Do not delay me thus» but quickly tell me. 
Will Marius come to night 1 Speak, will lie come ? 

Nurse. Alas! alas! what haste t Oh! cannot you 
stay a little? Oh! do not you see that Fm out of 
bfeath 1 Oh this phthisick ! Clodius, the cordial. 

Lav. Th' excuse thou mak'st for this unkuid delay 
Is longer than the tale thou hast to tell. 
Is thy news good or bad 1 answer to that; 
Say either, and TU stay the circumstance. 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice : you 
know not how to choose a man. Yet his leg excels all 
men's. And for a hand, and a foot, and a shape, tho' 
they are not to be talked of — yet they are past com- 
pare. What, have you dined within I 

Lav* No, no : what foolish questions dost thou ask ! 
W|mt says he of his coming 1 what of that? 

Nurse, Oh ! how my head aches! what a head have I ! 
It beats as it would fiill in twenty pieces. 
My back, o' t'other side: ah! my back! my backl 
Qcshrew your lieart, for sending me about 
To catch my death. This back of mine will break. 

[Drinks. 

Lav. Indeed Vm sorry if thoa art not well; 
^to pt^ytbee tell me. Nurse, what says my love? 

*.**aoaEMo and Jutitfty" acts. •£•& 
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Nurse, Why, your love says like an honest gentle- 
man and a kind gentleman, and a handsome — and Fll 
warrant a virtuous gentleman. (Drinks,) Well;— 
what: w here's your father? 

Lav. Where's my father 1 why, he's at the senate. 
How oddly thou repiiest ! 
Your lave says like an honest gentleman ; 
Whereas your jatherl 

Nurse. Oh good lady dear ! 
Are you so hot ] Marry come up, I trow. 
Is this a poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Imv. Nay, pr'ytheebe not angry. Nurse, I meant 
No ill. Speak kindly, will my Marius come? 

Nurse. Will he ! will a duck swim ? 

hav. Then he will come? 

Nurse, Come I why, he will come upon all four, but 
he'll come. Go, get you in, and say your prayers : go. 

Lav. For blessings on my Marius and thee. 

Nurse. Well, it would be a sad thing, tho' — 

Lav. What? 

Nurse. If Marius should not come now — for there's 
old doings at the gates ; they are at it ding dong. Tan- 
tarara go the trumpets ; shout cry the soldiers ; clatter 
go the swords. I'll warrant — I made no small haste — 

Lav, And is my Marius there ? Alas, my fears! 

[TVwnpeis. 
Tlie noise coipes this way. Guard my love, ye gods. 
Or strike me with your thunder when be iklls. [Exeuni. 

SCENE lll.^l^ Forum. 

Enter Mabius Senior, Marius Junior, Gr.inivs, 
SuLPiTius, Catulus, Sfc. Guards, Lictors, on 
one side: Metbllus, Sylla, Quintus Pom- 
PBius, Guards, on the other. 

[Trumpets sound a March^ 

Met. Oh thou God, 
Deliverer of Rome, jnost blest of men ! 
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See liere' the fathers of thy Meeding country 
Prostrate for refuge at thy feet : see there 
The terror of our freedom, and thy foe; 
The persecutor of thy friends, the scourge 
Of truth and justice, and the plague of Rome. 

Mar, ten. What art thou, that canst lend thy slavish ears 
To flattering hypocrisy ? 

Svlia. My name thou'st heard. 
And fled from. I am the friend of Rome, 
Tbeierror and the hane of thee, her foe. 

Mar. sen. If thou'rt her friend, why com'st thon here 
thus ami'd. 
Slaughtering her citiaens, and laying waste her walls! 

Sylla. To free her from a tyrants pow^r 

Mar. ten. Who is that tyrant! 

S^lla, Thou, who hast opprest 
Her senate, made thyself by force a consul. 
Set free her slaves, and arm'd them 'gainst her laws. 

Mar, sen. Hear thb, ye Romany and then judge 
my wrongs. 
Have I opprest you! have I forc'd your laws ? 
Am I a tyrant I I, whom ye have rais'd. 
For my true services, to what I am ! 
Remember th' Ambrons, Cimbri, and the Teutons; 
Remember the confederate war. 

Sylla, Whniethou, 
Cold and delaying, wert by Silo brav'd, 
Scom'd by thy soldiers, and at last compeU'd 
Ingloriously to quit th' unwieldy charge. 
Remember too who banish'd good Meteiltis, 
The friend and parent of thy obscure family. 
That rais'd thee from a peasant to a lord. 

Mar, sen. Basely thou wroQg*st the truth. My ac- 
tions rais'd me. 
Hadst thou been bom a peasant, still thou'dst been so ; 
But I, by service to my country, 've made 
My name, renown'd in peace, and feared in war. 

Syila, In the Jusurthine war, whose king was taken 
Fris'ner by me, and Marius triumph'd for^t. 
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Mar. sen. Tfaou stoFst him basely ; istol'st him 
the price 

Of his wife's lust: thou barter'dst his betraying. 
And in the capitol hast pageants set 
In mem'ry of thy vanity anid shame. 

Sylla, Thy shame. 

Mar. sen. My honour, proud presumptuous boy. 
Who would 'st be gaudy in an unfit dress^ 
And wear my cast*off glories after me. 

Si/lla. Vd rather wear some beggar's rotten rags. 
By hun left dangling on a highway-hedge. 
Than soil my laurels with a leaf of thine, 
Thou scom'd plebeian. 

Mar. sen. Worst perdition catch thee. 

Si/lla, Disband that rout of rebels at thy heels. 
And yield thyself to justice and the senate. 

Mar. sen. Justice from thee demanded ou my head f 
First clear tbyself, quit thy usurped command : 
Approach and kneel to me, whom thou hast wrong'd. 

Si/lla. Upon thy neck I would. 

Mar. sen. As soon thou'dst take 
A lion by the beard : thou dar'st not think on't. 

Si/lla. I dare, and more. 

Mar. sen. Then, gods, I take your word ; 
If there be truth in you, I shall not fall 
This day. My friends and fellow-soldiers, now 
Fight as Fve seen you : for the life of Sylla, 
Leave it to me ; for much revenge must go 
Along with death, when such a victim bleeds. 

Sylla. My lords, withdraw. 

Met. No, trust the gods ; I'll see 
My country's fate, and with her live or die. 

Mar. sen. Now, Sylla, 

Sylla. Now, my veterans, consider. 
You fight ior Laws, for liberty, and life. 

Mar. sen. Rebellion never wanted that pretence. 
ThoU shadow of what I have been, thou puppet 
Of that great state and honours I have borne; 
If thou'lt do something worthy of thy place. 
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Let> joio our botUe witli a fiorce may ylut 

The throat of death, and choke him with himself; 

As fiercely as destroying whirlwinds rise. 

Or as clouds dash when thunder shakes the skies. 

[Tmmpets 9omui a Charge; ihe^fighi* 

Re-enter Mariub Scuior, takn by Stlla'« P«rly. 

Mar. sen. Forsaken, and a prisoner ! is this all 
That's left of Marius? the old naked trunk 
Of that tall puie that was? away, ye shrubs. 
Ye clinging brambles; do not clog nie thus. 
But let me run into the jaws of death, 
And finish my ill fiite. Or must I be 
Preserved a public spectacle, expos'd 
To scorn, and made a holiday Tor slaves ? 
Oh ! that thought's hell. Sure I should know thy face: 
Thou hast borne office under me. If e'er 
In my best fortune I deserved thy friendship. 
Give me a Roman's death, and set me free, 
That no dishonour in ray age o'ertake me. 

Off. IVe serv'd and lov'd you well : nor would I see 
Your fall — my orders were to save your life. 

Mar. sen. Thou'rt a time-server, that canst flay 
misery. ' . 

Enter Marius Junior, Granius, and Sulpitius, 

PrUontra. 

My foiw in bonds too, and Sulpitiusi 
Sulp. Yes« the rat-catchers have trapp'd me. Now 
must I 
Be food for crows, and stuik upon a tree, 
Whilst coxcombs stroll abroad on holidays 
To take the air, ^ see me rot. A pox 
On fortune, and a pox oa that first fool 
That taught the world ambition. 
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Enter QuiNTUs Pompeius, FwrLictara before him. 

Q. Pomp, Draw near. 
Ye men of Rome, sUid hear the law pronoanc'd. 
ThoUy Marius, whose ambition and whose pride 
Have cost so many lives, the first that e^er 
Wag'd rJvil wars in Rome, thee and thy sons. 
Thy family and kin,. with that vile slave. 
And minister of all thy outrages. 
Hie curs'd Sulpitius^ banishment's your lot: 
After to-morrow's dawn, if found i' th' city. 
Death be your doom : so hath the senate said. 
So fiourbh peace and liberty in Rome. 

[En. Q. Pompeius, Lictars, crying Liberty ! 

Mar. sen. I thank ye, gods, upon my knees I thank ye. 
For plaguing me above all other men. 
Come, ye young heroes, kneel, and praise the heav'ns. 
For crowning thus your youthful hopes. Ha, ha, ha! 
What pleasant game hath fortune pla/d to-day? 
Oh ! I could burst with laughter. Why, now Rome's 
At peace. But may it be as short and vain 
As joys but dreamt of, or as sick men's slumbers. 
Now let's take hands, and, bending to the earth. 
To all th' infernal powers let us swear. 

AIL We swear. 

Mar. sen. That's well : by all the destinies. 
By all the furies, and the fiends that wait 
About the throne of hell, and by hell's king. 
We'll bring destruction to this cursed city ; 
Let not one stone of all her tow'rs stand safe. 

Mar.jun. Let not her temples nor her gods escape. 

Gra. Let husbands in their wives' embraces perish. 

Mar. sen. Her young men massacred. 

Snip. Her virgins ravbh'd. 

Mar.jun, And let her lovers all my torments feel ; 
Doating like me, and like me banished. 
Thus let them curse, thus raving tear their hair. 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now. 
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Mm', sen. Rise Iheo, and to Lavimago. 
Thy own. 

Mar.jun. And ever after pun and sorrow. 
But go thouy find La vkiia's woman oat — \To hi$ ServmU* 
Tell her FU come, and bid her cheer my love. 
For FU not fail, but in this night eiyoy 
Whole life, and f6i^ve nature what's to come. 

Mar. stn^ Thus then let's part; each take his sev'ral 
way. 
As to a task of darkness: when we meet 
In hated eule, we'll compute accompts. 
And see what mischief each has gathered then. 
For, Rome, I shall be yet once more thy lord. 
If oracles have truth, and augurs lie not. 
For yet a child, and in my father's fields 
Playing, I sev'n young eagles chanc'd to find; 
Which gatli'ring up, I to my parents bore. 
The gods were sought, w^o promis'd me from theac« 
As many times tlie consulate in Rome. 
Six times .already Fve that ofiice bore; 
And so far has the prophecy prov'd tme. 
But if Fve manag'd ill the tune that's past» 
And too remiss six elder fortunes lost. 
The youngest darlutg-fate is yet to come. 
And thou shalt feel me then, ungrateful Rome. lEjiami^ 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I*.— !»• Garden. 

Enier Lavimia and Marius Junknr. 

> 
Lav. Wilt thou be gonel it is not yet near dav» 
It was the nightingrie, and not the lark, 

* ** Romeo and Juliet" act 8. ic. 5.. 
VOL. II. M 
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Tliat ^ktc^ the fteiftit boHow of tliy ear. 
Nightly on yon pomegranate-tree she sings. 
Believe me, love, it tvas the nighthigale. 

Mttr.jun. Oh! 'twtis the lark^ the heraM Kyf the 
morn. 
No nightingale. Look, love, what en vioas streaks 
Qf light embroider aH the cloody east. 
Night's candles are biimt out, and jocund day 
Upon the mountain-tops sits gaily drest. 
Whilst all the Urds bring music to his levee. 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die — 

Lav. Oh ! oh ! what wretched fortune is my lot ! 
Sure, giving thee, heav'n grew too for in debt 
To pay, till, bankrupt-like^ it broke; whilst I, 
A poor compounding creditor, am forc'd 
To take a mite for endless sums of joy^ 

Mar.jun. Let tne be taken, let me suffer death, 
I sjtti content, so thou wiH have it do-^ 
By heav'n, yon gray h ttot the morning's eye. 
But the reflection of pale Cynthia's br^tness; 
Nor is't the lark we hear, whose notes do beat 
So high, and «eho in the vault of heav'n. 
I'm all desire to stay, no will to go. 
How is't, my senAf lefs talk: it is not day. 

Leno. It is, it is-^—lly bence away, «iy BrJariM, 
It is the lark, and out of tune she sings. 
With grating discord^ and uopleasing strainmgs. 
Some say the lark and loathsome toad change eyes : 
Now I could wish thev bad chaiig'd voices too ; 
Or that a lethargy had sei/dthc morning. 
And she had slept, and never wak'd again. 
To part me from tb'enilbnicetof my love. 
What shall become of me when thou art gcme? 

Mar.jmm. The goda tlM heard our vow^ and know 
our loves. 
Seeing my Mb, aifd thy tajSpoHed tmlh. 
Will sore take care, md let no wrai^gi nMUny tbee. 
Upon my knees Til ask them ev'iy day. 
How my Lwrmia da^S: Mrf etVy ai||^. 
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in th€ severe dbtrcneii of my late^ 
As I perhaps sImU wander thro' the desart. 
And want a place to vest my weary head on, 
I'll count the stait, asd hlets them as they shines 
And court them all for my Lavinia's safety. 

Lav. Oh hanishmenf, eternal banisfanientt 
Ne'er to return ! roost we ne'er meet agam t 
My heart will break, I cannot think that thought, - 
And live. Could I but see to th'end of woe» 
There were some comfi>rt*<-but etemd torment 
Is ever insupportaWe to thought* 
It cannot be that we shall part for ever. 

Mar.jun. No, for my hankhmeot may be necali'd; 
My lather once more hold apow^r ht Roine : 
Then shall I boldly dam Lavmia nine. 
Whilst happiest men shall envy at the Uessings^ 
And poets write the wonders oif our loves. 

Lav. If by my lather's cruelty I'm forced. 
When left alque^ to yield to Sylla's clafan. 
Defenceless as I am^ and thou far from me; 
If, as I must, I rather die than anier'ty 
What a sad tale will that be when 'tis told thee 1 
I know not what lo fear, or hope, or tUak, 
Or S9y» or do. I cannot let thee go. 
Mar. jun. A thousand things woidd, to this purpose 
said. 
But sharpen and add weight to parting aonrowr. 
Ob, my Lavinia ! if my h«irt e'er stray, {Knedi^f 

Or any other beauty ever charm me. 
If I live not entirely, only tbine. 
In that curst moBMnt when my soid forsakes thee. 
May I be hither brought a eaptivse bound, 
T' adorn the triumph of my basest foe. 

Lav. And if I li%« not foitblbl to the lord 
Of my first vows, my d^uKst, only Marius^ 
May I be brought to poverty and scom. 
Hooted by skives forth from thy gates, O Rpmm, 
Till flying to the woods t' avoid my shame, 

M 2 
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Sharp hunger, cold, or some worse ftte, destroy me. 
And not one tree vouchsafe a leaf to hide me. 

Mar.jun. What needs all this?-*- 

Lav, Oh ! I could find out things 
To talk to thee for ever. 

Mm\ jwn. Weep not ; the time 
We had to stay together has been employed 
In richest love — 

Lav. We ought to summon all 
The spirit of soft passion up, to cheer 
Our hearts, thus lab'ring with the pangs of parting. 
Oh, my poor Marius ! 

Mar, jun. Ah, my kind Lavinia ! 

Lav, fiut dost thou think we e'er shall meet again ? 

Mar, jun, I doubt it not ; and all these woes shall serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Lav. Alas ! I have an ill-divming soul ; 
Methuiks I see thee, now thou'rt from my arms. 
Like a stark ghost, with horror in thy visage. 
Either my eye-sight fails, or thou look's! pale. 

Mar, jun. And, trust me, love, in my eye bo dost 
thou. 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood — farewell. 

Lav, Farewell then. [Ejnt Mar. juiu 

Nurse, (within) Madam ! 

Lav. My Nurse. 

Nurse, fiot^Am^ Youriather's up, and day-light broke 
abroad. 
Be wary, look about you — 

Lav, Hah ! is he gone?. my lord, my husband, friend, 
I must hear from thee ev'ry hour i' th'day ; 
For absent minutes seem as many days. 
Oh ! by this reckoning I shall be most old. 
Ere I again behold my Marius. Nay, 
Gone too already ! 'twas unkindly done. 
I had not yet imparted half my soul. 
Not a third part of it's fond jealous fean : 
But ril pursue him for't, and be revenged ; 
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Hang sucli a teuder tale about his heart. 
Shall make it tingle as his life were stung: 
Nay too — I'll love him ; never, never leave him ; 
Fond as a child, and res'lute as man. [Exit Lavinia. 

Enter Metellus, munng. 

Met. Sylla this morning parts from hence to Capua, 
To head that army. Cinna must be consul — 
Ay, Cinna must be. He's a busy fellow. 
Knows how to tell a story to the rabble ; 
Hates Marius too : that, that's the dearest point. 
I hope the snares for Marius laid may take hun. 
A hundred horse are in pursuit to find him : 
And if they catdi him, his head's safe, that's certain* 
Octavius will be th' other— be it so. 
An honest, simple, downright-dealing lord : 
A little too religious; that's his fault. 

Enter a Servant;. 

What now 1 

Serv. A letter left you by a lictor. 
Who told us that it came from the lord Sylla. 

Metellus reads the Letter: 

" Blame not, sir, my parting 
** So suddenly : just now I've had advice 
** Of some disturbance in the camp at Capuk. 
** Commend my tend'rest faith to fair Lavinia : 
" You're Sylla's advocate witii her and Rome." 

Enter Nurse. 

Well, Nurse. 

Nurse, My lord. 

Met, How does my daughter? 

Nurse, Truly very ill : she has not slept a wink : 
Nothing but toss'd and tumbled all this night ; 
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T left her just now slnniib'riiig. This lotd Sylltt 
Poes so run il^ har head. 

Met. Oh i V9ete he m h^r heart. Nurse ! 

Nnrse. Were he I 
IVhy, she thinks of nothing else, talks of nothing else, 
dreams of nothing else. Slie would needs have me lie 
with her f other night. Byt about midnight (Fil swear 
k w^ked me out of a sweet nap) she takes m^ fast In her 
arms, and cries. Oh my Urd Syllfl! But art y&u, nntt 
you he true? Then sighed^ and stretched-^J swear I was 
half afraid. 

Met. She's strangely altered then. 
This morning two new consuls must be chosen. 
If they are true, those tidings thou hast brought m^ 
Wait while she wakes, and tell her 'tis my pleasure. 
At my return fropi th' Forum that I see her*^ 

[ExU Metellus. 

Nurse, So, so!-— here Will be sweet doings in time^ 
How many hundred lies a day must I tell^ to keep thia 
family at peace ! 

Pnter Latinia. 

XjOv. Oh Nurse ! where art thou? Is my fath^ gone! 

Nurse. Gone ? yes ; and I would I were gone too. 

Lav. Why dost thou sigh? What cause hast thou to 
wish sol 
Wert thou distrest, unfortuniite as t am, 
Thou hadst then cause. 
What shall I do ? Oh, how alone am I! 
I walk methinks as half of me were lost : 
Yet, like a maini'd bird, flutter, flutter on, 
And fain would find a hole to bide my head in. 

Nurse. 'Odds my boddikins! but why thus drest, 
madam I 
Why in this pickle, say you now ? 

Lav. Seem not to wonder, nor dare to oppose me; 
For I am despVate, and resolv'd to death. 
t;i this Qnhappy» wayward^ humble dtess^ 
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After my Iot« a pUgriniage m teke, 
Forsake deserted Rome, and find my Marius. 

Nurte. And I must stay behind to be hanged op, like 
an old pole-cat in a warren, for a warning to all vermin 
that sliall come after me. Would I were fairiy dea4 
for a week, till thb were over ! 

Lav. Thb roornmg's opportunity is fair. 
When all are busy in electing consuls ; 
I shall escape unseen without the gatfi»s 
And this night in a litter reach Sak^nium. 

Nmrte. I dare not ; I'll have nothing to do in't You 
shan't stir. Nay, HI raise the house first Why Clodiust 
Catulus ! Sempronia ! Tliesbia I Men and maids, where 
areyoul Oh! Oh! Oh!— 

[Lav. gtUfnm her. l^vLntfaOt dbttm. Etrii Lav, 

Enter Clodius. 

Clod. What's the matter, mistress? 

JVvrse. Oh, Clody, Clody, dear Clody! is't thee, my 
dear Clody? Help me, help mt up. Run to my lord to 
tlie Forum presently; tell him his treasury is robbed, his 
house a-fire, hb daughter dead, and I mad. Run, run. 
You'll not run. Oh ! Oh ! [ExemU. 

SCENE chamga to the Country. 
Enter aearrol Herdsmen belonging to Marius. 

1 Her A. Good*morrow, brother; you have heard 
the news. 

2 Herdi. News, quoth-a? trim news, truly. 

1 Herdo. Why they say our lord and master's stept 

a one side. Is there any thing in't, trow? 

^ 2 Horde. Anj thing in't? i£is4i-4dayl alas-a-day! sad 

times! sad times^ brother I not a penny of money stirring. 

1 Mirdo. Nay, I thought there was no good weatlier 

towaidfi when my -baldrniced heifer stuck up her tal 



168 THE HISTOBY AND 9ALL 

eastward, and ran -back into a new quickset, wliich 1 
had just made to keep the swine from the beans. 
* ^2 Herds. And the f other night, as I was at suppet 
in the chimney-comer, a whole family of swallows, that 
had occuj^ed a tenement these seven years, fell down, 
nest and all, into the porridge-pot, and spoiled the 
broth. Sad times! sad times, brother! 

3 Herds. Did you meet no troopers this way ? 

2 Herds, Troopers? I saw a parcel of raggooners, I 
think they call 'em, trotting along yon wood-side upon 
ragged hidebound jades. I warrant they came for no 
goodness — 

1 Herds. Twas to seek for lord Marius, as sure as 
eggs be eggs. These 'bitious folk make more stir in 
the world than a thousand men. Would my kine were 
all in their stalls! 

Enter several Soldiers in quest ^Marius. 

1 Sold. This is the way. How now, you pack of boo- 
bies? whose fools are you? 

2. Herds. Why, we are such fools as you are; any 
body's fools that will pay us our wages. 

2 Sold. Do you belong to the traitor Marius? 

1 Herds. We belong to Caius Marius, an't like your 
worship. 

1 Sold. Why, this is a civil fellow. But you, rogue, 
you are witty, and be hanged, are you ? 

2 Herds. Fs poor enough to be witty, as you're poor 
enough to be valiant. Had I but money enough, Fd no 
more be a wit than you'd be a soldier. 

2 Sold. Let the hungry churl alone. 

1 S<dd. Hark you, you dog, where's your lord, the 
traitor Marius? 

2 Herds. In a whole skin, if be be wise. — 
2 Sold. Where is he, you poltroon ? 

2 Herds. Look you, I keep his cows and his oxen 
feere at Salonium, but I keep none of hun. If you must 
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needs know where he is, then I mast needs tell you I 
don't know. 

1 SM. Let's to his house hard by, and ransack that. 
Sirrah, if we miss of him, you may repent thb. 

[Exeunt Soldiers. 

1 Herds, Tis all one to me, I must pay my rent to 
somebody. 

2 Herds, Why, this . 'tis now to be a great man. 
Heaven keep me a cow-keeper still --I say — 

Enter Marius Senior and G ramus. 

Mar. sen. Where are we? are we yet not near Salo- 
nium? 
Lead me to yonder shady poplar, where 
The poor old Marius a-while may sit. 
And joy in rest. Oh my dbtemper*d head ! 
The sun has beat his l>eams so hard upon me. 
That my brain's hot as molten gold. My skull! 
Oh my tormented skull! Oh Rome! Rome ! Rome ! 
Ha! what are those? 

Gfrnfi. They seem, sir, rural swains. 
Who tend the herds that graze beneath these woods. 

Mar. sen. Who are you] to what lord do ye belong 1 

2 Herds, We did belong to Cains Marius once: but 
jthey say he's gone a journey : and now we belong to 
one another. 

Mar, sen. Have ye forgot me then, ungrateful slaves? 
Are you so willing to disown your master? 
Who . would have thought t'have found such baseness 

here, 
Wliere innocence seems seated by the gods. 
As in her virgin-nakedness untainted ? 
Confusion on ye, ye sordid earthlings. [Ex, ail but mu, 

1 Herds, Oh fly, my lord, your foes are thick abroad. 
Just now a troop of murd*rers past tliis way. 
And ask'd with horror for the traitor Marius. 
By this time at Salonium, at your house, 
>[!hey are in search of you. Fly, fly, my. lord— .[Exit. 
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Mar, sen. I shall be hounded up and down the world : 
Now ev'ry villain, that is wretch enough 
To take the price of blood, dreams of my throat. 
Help and support me till I reach the wood. 
Then go and find thy wretched brother out. 
Asunder we may dodge our (ate, and lose her. 
In some old hollow tree, or o'ergrown brake, 
rd rest my weary limbs till danger pass me. 

[Gou into the Weed* 

filler Soldiers again, 

1 Sai. A thousand crowns! 'tis a reward might buy 
As numy lives, for they are cheap in Rome, 

And 'tis too much for one. 

2 Sol, Let's set this wood 

A flaming, if you think he's here; and then 
Quickly you'll see th'old drone crawl humming out. 

1 Sol. Thou always lov'st to ride full speed to mis- 
chief. There's no consideration In thee. Look you, when 
I cut a throat, I love to do it with as much deliberatHHi 
and decency as a barber cuts a beard. I hate a slo- 
venly murder done hand-over-head ; a man gets no 
credit by it. 

3 Sol, The man that spoke last, spoke well. There- 
fore let us to yon adjacent village, and souse ourselves 
in good Falemium — [Ex, Soldiers. 

Mar, een. Oh villains! not a slave of those 
But has serv'd under me, has ate my bread. 
And felt my bounty — Drought! parching drought I 
Was ever lion thus by dogs emboss'd? 
Oh! I could swallow rivers. Earth, yield me water! 
Or swallow Marius down where springs first flow. 

Enter Mabius Junior and Grakius. 

Mar.JuM, Myiather! 

Mar, ten. Oh my sonsl 

Mar.jun. Why thus fodom I slietch'd on the eartht 
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Mfm'j.^eiL Oh\ get me tome refiwsliiiient* coding htrbs. 
And ivater to allay mj rav'noiis thint. 
I would not trouble you, if I had strength: 
Sut Vm so foint, that all ray limbs are uaelcst. 
Vow have I not oue drachma to buy food. 
J^ust we then atarfe? No sor^ the birds will feed us. 

Mar.jun, There stands a bouse on yonder side o'th' 
wood. 
It seems the mansion of some man of note : 
I'll go and turn a Ijeggar for my father. 

Mar. 9en. O my soul's comfort! do. Indeed I want it. 
I, who bad once the plenty of the earth. 
Now want a root and water. Go, my boy, 
And see wboli give a morsel to poor Marius. 
Nay, 111 not starve ; no, I will plunge in riot. 
Wallow in plenty. Drink! I'll drink, I'll drink. 
Give me that goblet hither — Here's a health 
To all the knaves and senators in Rome. 

Mar.jun. Repose yourself a-wbile, till we return. 

Mar. sen, I mil ; but pi'ythee let me rave a little. 
Go, pr'ythee go, and don't delay. I'll rest. 
As thou shalr, Rome, if e'er my fortune raise me. — 

[£r. Mar. Jim* 

Enter Lavinia. 



Another murd'rer? this brings smiling fiite: 
A deadly snake cloth'd iu a daintv skm. 

Ijov. I've wander'd up and down diese woods and 
meadows. 
Till I have lost my way— 
Against a tall, young; slender, well-grown oak 
Leiunng, I found Lavinia in the bark ; 
My Marius should not be hr hence. 

Mar. am. What art thou. 
That dar'st to name that wretched creature Marius t 

Lor. Do not be angry, sir; whate'er thou ar^ 
I am a poor unhappy wmnan, driven 
py ftitune lo p^rajte my banisii'd lonL 
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Mar» sen. By thy dissembling tone thou should'^ be 
woman. 
And Roman too. 

Lav. Indeed I am. 

Mar, sen. A Roman 1 
If thou art so, begone, lest rage with strength 
Assist my vengeance, and I rise and kill thee. 

Lav, My father! is it you? 

Mar. sen. Now thou art woman: 
For lies are in thee.' I? am I tby father? 
I ne'er was yet so curst : none of thy sex 
E'er sprung from me. My ofF-spriug all are males ; 
The nobler sort of beasts, entitled men. 

Lav, I am your daughter, if your son's my lord. 
Have you ne'er heard Lavinia's name in Rome, 
That wedded with the son of Marius? 

Mar, sen. Hah ! 
Art thou that fond, that kind and doating thins. 
That left her father for a banisb'd husband 1 
Come near — 
And let me bless thee, tho' thy name's my foe. 

Lav. Alas! my father, you seem much opprest: 
•Your lips are parch'd, blood-shot your eyes and sunk. 
Will you partake such fruits as I have gather'd I 
Taste, sir, this peach, and this pomegranate ; both are 
Ripe and refreshing. 

Mar. sen. What ! all this from thee, 
Thou angel, whom the gods have sent to aid me? 
I don't deserve thy bounty. 

Lav. Here, sir, 's more. 
1 found a crystal spring too in the wood. 
And took some water: 'tis most soft and cool. 

Mar. sen. An emp'ror's feast ! but I shall rob thee. 

Lav. No; 
I've ate, and slak'd my thirst. But where's my lord. 
My dearest Marius? 

Mar. sen. To the neighb'rmg village 
He's gone, to beg his father's dinner, daughter. 

Lav. Will you then call me daughter? will yoU'Own it? 
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I'm raach o'er-paid for all the wrongs of fortune. 
But surely Marias can't be brought to want: 
I've gold and jewels too, and they'll buy food. 

EnUer Mabius Juoidr. ••. 

Mar. ten. See here, my Marius, what the gods have 
sent lis. 
See thy Luyinia. 

Mar.jun. Hah! [Tk^ run md tmirace. 

Mar. sen. What ? dumb at meeting 1 

Mmr.jmn. Why weeps my lovel 

Xiov. I cannot speak, tears so obstruct my words 
And choke me with unutterable joy. 

Mar.jun. Oh my heart's joy ! 

Lav. My soul ! 

Mar.jun. But hast thou left 
Thy ^ther^s house, the pomp and state of Rome, 
To follow desart-misery 1 

JLan. I come 
To bear a part in ey'ry thing that's thine, 
Be't happiness or sorrow. In these woods. 
Whilst from pursuing enemies you're safe, 
I'll range about, and find the fnuts and springs, 
Gather cool sedges, daffodils, and lilies. 
And softest camomile to make us beds. 
Whereon my love and I at night will sleep. 
And dream of better fortune. 

^Enter Granjus imd Servant, with Wtne and Meat. 

Mar. 9en. Yet more plenty? 
Sure Comus, the god of feasting, haunts these woods. 
And means to entertain us as his guests. 

Serv. I am sent hither, Marius^ from my lord, 
Sextilius the prsetor, to relieve thee. 
And warn thee that thou straight depart this place ; 
Else he the senate's edict must obey. 
And treat thee as the foe of Rome. 
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Mar. Men. Bat did he. 

Did he, SextiU«u» bid thee say all this? 

Was he too proud to come and see liis master. 

That rais'd him out of nothing'? was he not 

My menial servant once, and wip'd these shoes I 

Ran by my chariot-wheels, my pleasures watch'd. 

And fed i^khi the voidings of my table 1 

Durst he affront me with a sordid alms. 

And send a saucy message bv a slave ? 

Hence with thy scraps: back to thy teeth I dash them«r 

Begone whilst thou art safe. Hold, stay a little. 

Serv. What answer would diou have me cany back ? 

Mar. 9en. Go to SextiHas, tell him thou hast seen 
Poor Caius Marius bamsfa'd from hb country *, 
Sitting in sorrow on the naked earth. 
Amidst an ample fortune once his own. 
Where now he cannot claim a turf to sleep on. [Ex. Ser. 
How am I Alien ! music 1 — ^iwre the gpds [Soft Musk. 
Are mad, or have design'd to make nw so. 

Enter Maktha. 

Well, what art Cbou ^ 

Marth. km I a stranger to iheel 
Martha's my name, Ihc Syrian prophetess. 
That us'd to wait upon thee with good fortune; 
Till banish'd out of Rome for terving tbee. 
Tve ever since inhabited these woods. 
And search'd the deepest arts of wise foreknowledge. 

Mar. aen. I know thee now most well. When thau 
wert gone. 
All my go^ fortune left me. My lov'd vultuies. 
That tts^ to hover o'er my happy head. 
And promise honour in the day of battle. 
Have siaoe been aeeo no more. Ev'n birds of prey 

* Wheal Mariut landed at Caithafe, 3extiliiit, Xbe Hpnaa Op* 
vcraor, sent to desire him to leave the province ; when the fonnir 
returned this sublime reply: ^ Oo, tell thy master, that thou hast 
•een the baniibed Mariut liltiBg on the ririns of Oarthagr * 
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Forsake unhappy Marius: men of prey 
Pursue him t^. Hast thou ao Irapes in store I 

Marih. A bundled spirits wait npoo my wiU, 
To hriag me tidings fiiom th' earth's fiuthcst €oniCfl» 
Of all t&it happens out in states and councils : 
I tell thee therefore, Rome is onoe aiore thine. 
The consuls have knd blowa^ and Gaana's beaian; 
Who with his army comes to find thee out. 
To lead him back with terror to that city. 

Mar. jrfi. Speak on. 

Mm4h. Nay, ere thou tlunk'stil, hell be with tliee. 
But let thy sons and these lair nymphs retire. 
Whilst I refieve thy wearied eyes with sleep. 
And cheer thee in a dream with promifl^d fate. 

Mar.jwa, Come, my Lavinia; Granius, we'll witfidraar 
To some cool shade, and wonder at our fortune. [^. 

{Martha waves her Wami — A Damce, 

Mar. 9m. O rest, thou stranger to my senses, welcome! 

Enter Servant and a Rnflfon. 

Serv. Ten attic talents shall be thy reward, 
Sextilius gives 'em Hiee. Despatch him stfiely. 

Ruff. Fear not, he never w^es again. 

Mar. ten. No more, 
ril hear no more. Metelltn live? No,m: 
He dies, he dies. So, bear him to the T^ber, 
And plunge him to the bottom. Hah, Antonius ! 
Where are my guards? despatch that taiking knave. 
That, when he should be domg pubKc service. 
Consumes his time in speeches to the rabMe, 
And sows sedition in a cfty. Down, 
Down with Pompeius too, that call'd me traitor. 
Hahl art thou 4heve) welcome once more, oUMariui^ 
To Rmne's tribunal. 

R^. Now's the time. 

Mar. sen. Stand off. 
Secure thatGMl—4iar^st tha«kiUCams Manns*! \Wakes. 
Hah! speak; wtetaitHiottt 

^ ThitaiMes to tht drcunutaoce of the mngmasm ai Mia* 
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R^gr. By Sextilius hir'd, 
I hither came to take your life. Spare mine. 
And I'll for ever serve you at your feet. 

Mar. sen. What barb'rous slaves are these that envy 
me 
The open air ; set prices on my head. 
As they would do on wolves that slay their flock ! 

Enter SuLPiTius. [Thtmpets'. 

Trumpets ! Sulpitius, where hast thou been wand'ring 
Since the late storm that drove us from each other ? 

5ti/jp. Why, doing mischief up and down the city. 
Picking up discontented fools, belying 
The senators and government, destroying 
Faith amongst honest men, and praising knaves. 

Mar. sen. Oh, but where's Cinna ? 

Sulp. Ready to salute you. — 

Enter CiNNA, attended with Lictors and Guards. 

Cin. Romans, once more behold your consul ; see, • 
Is that a fortune fit for Cains Marius 1 
Advance your axes and your rods before him. 
And give him all the customs of his honour. 

Mar: ten. Away : such pomp becomes not wretched 
Marius ! 
Here let me pay obedience to my consul. 
Lead me, great Cmna, where thy foes have wrong'd thee. 
And see how thy old soldier will obey. 

Cin. O Marius, be our hearts united ever. 



turns, sending a Cimbrian to assassinate Marius, which was pre* 
vented by some supernatural appearance. 

primo qui caedis in ictu 

Diriguit, ferumque manu torpente remisit ; 
Viderat immensam tenebroso in carcere lumen, 
Terribilesque Decs scelenun, Mariumqne futurum ; 
Audieratque paveni : Fas ha^ contingere non est 
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To carry desolation into Rome, 

Aorl wa<<te that den of monsters to the earth. 

Mar, sen. Shall we ? 

Cin, We'll do't. Tliat godly soothsaying fool. 
That sacriticing dolt, that sot, Octavhis, 
When we were chosen consuls iu the Forum, 
Disown'd me for his colleague ; said, the gods 
Had told him I design'd tyraimic po^*r ; 
Provok'd the citizens, who took up arm 5, 
And drove ine forth the gates. , 

Mar, sen. Excellent mischief f 
What's to be done 1 

Cin, No sooner was I gone. 
But a large part of that great city foUolv'U me. 
There's not an honest spirit left iu Rome, 
That does not own my cause, and wish for Marius. 

2Mar, sen. Bring me my horse, my armour, and the 
laurel 
With which, when I had o'ercome three barb'rous nations^ 
I entered crown'd with triumph into Rome. 
I go to free her now from greater mischiefs. 

# 

Enter MAnius Junior and GsANius. 

O my young warrior ! 

Mar, jun. Curst be the light, 
And ever curst be all these regions romid us. 
Lavinia's lost, borne back with force to Rome, 
By rulfians, headed by her father's kinsmen ; 
And like a coward too, I live, yet saw it. [Exit, 

Mar, sen. Oh Marius ! Marius ! let not plaints come 
from thee, 
Nor cloud the joy that's breaking on thy father. 
If she t>e back in Rome, Lavinia's thine; 
To^morrowS dawn restores her td thy arras. 
For that fair mistress, fortune, which has cost 
So dear, for which such hardships I have past. 
Is coy no morfi, but crowns my hopes at last. 

VOL. II. N 

. - y 
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I long fembrace ber ; nay, 'tis deatb to stay. 7 

I'm mad as |iromis'd briaegroomsy borne away > 

Witb thoughts of nothing bat the Joyful day. [EjeeunL j 

SCENE III.--Metellii8'« H&me. 

Enter Mbtellvs» Lavinia, and Priest o^ Hymen. 

Lav. Nay, you have catch'd me ; yon may kill me 
too: 
But with my cries 111 rend the echoing heav'ns. 
Till all the gods are witness how you use me. 

Met. What! like a vagrant fly thy Other's home. 
And follow fulsomely an exird slave, 
Disdain'd by all the world, but abject thou 1 
Resolve to go, or bound be sent to Sylla, 
With as much scorn as thou hast done me shame. 

JLnv, Do bind me, kill me, rack these limbs: 111 
bear't. 
But, sir, consider, still I am vour daughter; 
And one hour's converse with this )ioly man 
May teach me to repent, and shew obedienoe. 

Met. Think not t'evade me by protracting time : 
For if thoo dost not, may the gods forsake me. 
As I will thee, if thou escape my fury — [Exit. 

Law. *Oh ! bid me leap (ratlier tkui go to Sylla) 
Fkom off the battlements of an^ tow'r. 
Or walk m thievish ways, or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are : chain me with roarmg bean^ 
Or hide me nightly in a charnel-house 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling Imhics, 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls: 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; 
Tlimgs that to hear but told, have made me tremble; 
And I'll go thro' it without fear or doubting. 
To keep my vows un^tted to my love. — 

* <* Romeo and Juliet," act 4. m. 1. 
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PritBt. Take here tbis phial then, and in this moment 
l)rink it ; when straight thro' all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, more than sleep : 
And in death's borrowed likeness shalt thou lie 
Two summer-days, then wake as from a slumber. 
Till Marius by my letters know what's past. 
And come by stealth to Rome — 

Lot, Give i^e ; oh ! give me : tell me not of fears. 
Priest, Farewell : be bold and prosp'rous. iBxtt. 
Lav. *Oh ! Fafewell— 
Heav'n knows if ever we shall meet again* 
I have a faint cold fear thrills thro' my veins. 
That almost freezes up the heat of life* 
I'll call him back again to comfort me. 
Stay, holy man. But what should he do here ? 
Mv dismal scene 'tis fit I act alone. 
What if this mixture do not work dt all? 
Shall I to-morrow then be sent to Sylla ? 
No, no— tbis shall forbid it ; lie thou there — 

[Lays down a dagg&g 
Or how, if, when I'm laid into the tomb, 
} wake before the time that Marius come 
To my relief] There, there's a fearful point. 
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 
Where, for these many hundred years^ the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd 1 
Where, as they say, ghosts at some liomrs resort. 
With mandrakes' shrieks torn from the earth's dark womW 
That living mortals hearing them, run mad 1 
Or if I wake, shall I not be distracted,* 
EiiViron'd round with all these hideous fears. 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 
Then in this rage, with some great kinsman's bones. 
As with, a club, dash out my desp'rate brains ! 
What ?^ Sylla ! Get thee gone, thou meagre lover ; 
My sense abhors thee. Don't disturb my draught; 
Tis to my lord. [Ihinks,] Oh, Marius! Mariusi 
Marius! [Exit, 

* ** Romeo and Juliet,'* act 4. 8c. 2. 

N2 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Cinna'tf Camp before the Watts of Rome. 

[Trumpets sound a General* 

Enter Cisji A, Marivs Senior, and Sulpitius, 
Granius, two Ambassadors, Guards* 

Cin. Ambassadors from Rome ? How many slaves. 
Traitors, and tyrants, villains, was I caird 
But yesterday? yet now their consul Cinna! 
Oh ! what an excellent master is an army. 
To teach rebellious cities manners ! Say, 
My friend and colleague Marius, shall we hear them ? 

Mar* sen. Whom? 

Cin. Th' ambassadors. 

Mar, sen. From whence? 
* Cin. From Rome. 

Mar. sen. My loving countrymen? they must be heard. 
Or Sylla will be angry — 

Cin. In what state 
And pageantry the solid lumps move on ! 
And, the' they come to beg, will be attended 
With their ilUorder'd pomp, and auk ward pride. 
'Who are ye ? and from whence ? 

I Amb. From wretched Rome, 
To thee, most mighty Cinna, and to thee. 
Most dread lord Marius, hi her name, we bow. 

Cin. Whafs your demand ? 

1 Amb. Hear but our humble prayers. 
And all demands be made by godlike Cinna. 
Whither, Oh ! whither will your rage pursue us ? 
Must all the fortunes and the lives of Rome 
Suffer for one miscarriage of her masters ? 
Your sorrowful afflicted mother Rome^ 
In whose kind bosom you were nurs'd and bred, 
JStretches her trembling arras t' implore your pity. 
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Fold up your dreadful jensigos,. and layby 
Your warlike terrors, that affright her niatrous; 
And coine to her, ere sorrows quite o'erwhelm her; 
But come like sous that hring their parents joy : 
Enter ^ber gate^ with dove-like peace before ye. 
And let no bloody slaughter stain her streets, 

Ctft. Thus 'tis you think to heal up smarting honour. 
By pouring flatt'ring balm into the wound. 
Which for a time may make it whole and fair; 
Till tiie false m^'ciue be at last discoTer'd; 
And then it rankles to a sore again. 
Take this mv answer : I will enter Rome ; 
But for my force, I'll keep it still my owo» 
Nor part with pow'r to give it to my foes. 

Mar. $em. Sulpitius, see what abject slaves are these I 
Such base deformities a long robe hides. 

Sulp. I can't but laugh to think on't. 

Mar. sen,. What? 

Stdp. How these politic noddles, that look so grave 
upon the matter in the senate-house, will laugh and 
grin at one another, when they are set a-sunning upon 
the capitol. 

2 Amb. May we return with joy into our city. 
Proclaiming peace, agreed with heav'n and you \ 

Cin. Go tell them, we expect due homage paid» 
Of ev'ry senator ; expect acknowledgment. 
Mighty rewards and offices of honour. 

1 Amb. But on that brow there still appears a cloud. 
That never rose without a foll'wing storm. 

Mar. sen. Alas ! for me, a simple banish'd oiaii, 
Driv'n from my country by the right of law. 
And justly punish'd, as my ills deserv'd. 
Think not of me : whate'er. are his resolves, 
I shall obey. 

Both Amb. May all the gods reward you ! — 

[Ex. Amba$8*and AitenimUm 

Cin, Now, Marius. 

Mar. sen. Now, my Cinna. 

Cin. Are not we 
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True-born of Rome, true aooft of 8iich a motber? 
How I adore thy temper ! 

Mar, sen. Those two kiimves. 
Those whining, fawning, humble^ pliant vilhiins. 
Would cut thy throat or mine for half a drachma. 

Cin, I^t*9 not delay a moment. 

Mar. sen. Oh ! let's fly. 
Enter this cujr^ed city; pay, with smiles too. 
But false as the adolt'rate promises 
pf favourites in pow'r, when poor men court them. 

Ctfi. They always hated me, because a soldier. 

M^r, sen^ Base natures ever grudge at things above 
them. 
And hate a pow'r they are too much obliged to. 
When fears are on them, then their kindest wnhies 
Aiid best rewards attend the gallant warrior: 
But dangers vanish'd^ infamous neglect, 
111 usage, and reproach, are all fab portion ; 
Or at the best, he's wedded to hard wants, 
ttobb'd of that little hire he tmi'd and bled for. 

Sulp^ yd rather turn a bold true-Uearted rogue, 
Live upon prey, aud hang for^t with my fellows. 
Than, when my honour a^iid my country's cause 
Call me to dangers, be so basely branded. 

Mar. sen. Ere we this city ent^er then, let's swear 
Not to destroy one honest Roman living. 

Sulp, Nor one chastj? matron. 

jCin. Nor a faithful friend. 
Nor true-bom heir, nor senator thafs wise. 

Mar, sen. But kiiaves and villains, wbores^ and base* 
bopi brats, 
And th' endless swarms of fools grown up in years. 
Be slaughter's jgame, till we dispeople Rome. 

Cin. Draw oi)t our guards, and let the trumpets 
sound. 

Mar, sen. Till all things tell them Marius is at hand. 
O Sylla, if at Cnpua thou sbalt hear 
How fortune deals with me, fall on thy knees. 
And make the gods thy friends to keep thee fr<Mii mep 
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SolpitiiH, as along the ftRctt we mofe, 

Widi solemn pace» and meditating misdnefty 

Whomever I smile on, let tliY svrord gothroogk 

Oh! can the matrons' and the Tifgins' cries^ 

The scittams of dymg infimts^ and the gvoans 

Of muidei^d men» be music to appease mel 

Sore death's not fiir from snch adcsp'mte core. 

BcTt with me mther (gods I) as storms let loose. 

That rive the trunks of tallest cedars down. 

And tear from tops the loaded pregnant vin^ 

And kill the tender flowers hot yet half-blown. 

For having no more fiuy left in store, ) 

HeavVs nee grows dear, the storm isheard no more, > 

And nature sanies as gaily as before ■ [JBsswif. J 

SCENE IL— HeleUusTt Hmm. 

Efder Mbtellvs. 

MeL A peace with Marius! O most base sobmission! 
That oTer-ruliDg fears should weigh up reason I 
Was not the city our's, and Sylla too 
At Capua, almost in a trumpet's call I 
And to submit! Could I but once have fought for% 
I might have met this Marius in arma^ 
And been reveng'd for all the mischiefs done me. 
Nurse! 

iSnlfr Nurse. 

Nurse. Here, an't shall please you. 
Mei. Go wake Laviuia. Tell her, she must hence 
For Capua tlib morning : for the truce 
Favours her journey, and secures her passage. U^^' 
[Scene drawe, and dteeavera Lavinia on a Cimch^ 
Nurse. *Wake her? poor titmouse! it will be as 
peevish, 
m warrant you, and rub if s nyes, and so frown now. 

* « RomcO snd Ji^eC act 4, k.5. 
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Well ', mistress ! why Lavinia ! Fast I warrant ber. 

Why, lamb I why, lady ! Fy, you slug-a-bed* 

What, ^jot a word? You take your penny-worlh now. 

Sleep for a week ; for the next night (my word for't) 

Sylla takes care that you shall r/est but little. 

Gods forgive me — 

Marry apd amen. How souudis she asleep ! 

I must needs waken her. Madam ! Madam ! Madam I 

Now should your loyer iind you in this posture. 

He'd fright you up i'faith. What ! won't it do ] 

Drest too ] and in your cloaths ? and down again ? 

IjJay, I must wake you. Lady ! Lady ! Lady ! 

Alas! alas! Help, help, my lady's dead. 

Ah ! well-a-day that ever I was born ! 

Some aqua vita, Hoa! my lord — my lady — 

Enter M%TRLLV 6, 

Met, Lavinia dead? 

Nurse, Your only daughter's dead : 
Dead as a herring, stock-fish, or door-nail. 

Met, Stiff, cold, and pale ! Where are thy bcautie# 
now? 
Thyblushts,. that have warm'd so many hearts? 
AU hearts that ever felt her conqu'riug beauty. 
Sigh till ye break ; and all ye eyes that languished 
In my Lavinia s brightness, weep with me. 
Till grief grow gen'ral, and the world's in tears. 

Nurse. Oh day ! Oh day! Oh day ! Oh hateful day! 
Never was seen so black a day as this. 
Oh day ! Oh wofuld,ay! Oh day, like night! 

3Iet. No more! Thus in her bridal ornaments, 
Drest as she is, she shall be borne to burial, 
I'th' sepulchre where our forefathers rest. 
Jje^t done, whilst ^11 things we ordain'd for joy 
Turn from their oiiice, and assist in sadness. [Exit, 

Nurse. I shall be done and done, and overdone, af 
we are undone. And I wi^ sigh and cry, till I am 
swelled as big as a pumpkin. Na^, my poor baby^ 
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I'll take care thou shalt not die for notliiii| ; for I will 
V^h thee with my tears, perfume thee with my Bigh% 
find stick a flower in every part about thee. 

SCENE changes to ike Forum, where ie placed the 

ConsuVe TVilmnaL 

Enter Two Citizens. 

1 Cii. Whither, oh whither shall we fly for safety 1 
Already reeking murder^s in our streets. 

Matrons with infants in their arms are butchered. 
And Rome appears one noisome house of slaughter. 

2 Cit. Hear us, ye gods, and pity our calamities. 
Stop, stop the fury of this cruel tyrant ; 

Or send your thunder forth to strike us dead. 
Ere our own slaves are masters of our throats. 

1 Cit, Ruin draws near us. Oh my friend ! let's fly 
To th' altars of our gods, and by the hands 
Of one another die, as Romans ought. [Exeunt. 

Enter Akghabius the Senator, and his Grandson. 

ChUd. Hide me, my grandsire; the ugly men are 
coming 
That kilFd my mother and my sister Thesbia. 
Will they kill you and me too 1 

Anch. O my child! 
I cannot hide thee, nor know what to do. 
Decrepit age benumbs my weary limbs: 
t can't resist, nor fly — 

Chad. Then here we'll sit ; 
Perhaps they'll not come yet; or if they do, 
111 £ill upon my knees, and beg your life. 
I am a very little harmless boy; 
And when I cry, and talk, and hang about 'em, 
^heyll pity sure my teaiiv and grant mo all. 



186 THE HISTORY AND FALL 



Enter several Old Men in black with Cypresi-wreathi, 
leading Virgins in white, with Myrtle, who kneel 
before the Tribunal. 

Then enter Marius Senior as Consul, Lictors^ SuL- 

piTius, n/tif Guards. 

Mar, sen, I thank ye gods, ye have restored me now. 

[Mounts the Tribunal. 
What pageantry is this^ Sulpitius, here ? 
Remove these slaves^ and bear them to their fates. 

1 Old Man. We come not for ourselves, but in the 
name 
Of Rome, to offer up our lives for all. 
Pity a wretched state, thou raging god. 
And let loose all thy dreadful fury here. 

Mar. sen. I know ye all, great senators, ye are 
The heads and patrons of rebellious Rome. 
Ye can be humble when affliction galls ye: 
And with that cheat at any time ye think 
To charm a gen'rous mind, tho' ye ha^ wroog'd it. 
False are your safeties when indulged by pow'r : 
For soon ye fatten and grow able traitors. 
False are your fears, and your afflictions fidser: 
For they cheat you, and make you hope for mercy. 
Which you shall never gain at Marius' hands. 
Who trusts your penitence is more Unm fool ; 
Rebellion will renew : ye can't be honest. 
You're never pleas'd but with the knayes that cheat yott« 
And work your follies to their private ends. 
For your religion, like your doaths you wear it. 
To chanee awd turn just as the fashion alters. 
And think you by thn solenm piece of fooling 
To hush my rag^ and melt me into pity t 
Advance, Sulpitius ; iAA Ancharius raefe. 
Who was so violent for my destructkm. 
That his beard bristled, and his fiice distorted ; 
Away with him. Despttch these triflers too : 
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9itt spare the virgins, 'cause mine ej^es have seen them: 
Or keep them for my warriors to rejoice in. 

Anem. Thou who wert bom to be tlie plague of Rome, 
What wott]<rst thou do with me? 

Afar. am. Dispose thee henoe 
Amongst the other ofia^ for the jaws 
-Of hun^ death, till Rome bepurg'd of villains. 
Thou diest f<Nr wrongmg Marius. 

Ckiid. Oh my lord ! 
(For you must be a lord, you are so ancry) 
For my sake spare his IHe. I have no friend 
But him to guard mv tender years firmu wrongs. 
When he b dead, what will become of me, 
A poor and helpless oiphan, naked left 
To all the ills of the wide Pithless world ? 

Mar. $m. Take henoe this brat too; mount it on a 
spear. 
And make it sprawl to make the grandsire ^)ort 

Child. O cruel man! Ill hang upon your knees. 
And with my little dying hands implore you: 
I may be fit to do you some small pleasures* 
111 mid a thousand tender ways to please you: 
Smile when you rage, and stroke you into mildness; 
Play with your manly neck, and call von frther; 
For mine (alasl) the gods have taken mm me. 

Mar, 9en> Young crocodile! Thus from their mo* 
thers' breasts 
Are they instructed, bred, and taught in Rome. 
For that old paralvtic slavey despatch hnn: 
Let me not know he breathes another moment. 
But ^re this, cause't has leam'd it's lesson well. 
And iVe a softness in ray heart pleads for him. 

EiUer Me$9enger. 

WeUoow. 

Mea. Metellns — 

Mar.Mn. Hah! Metellos! What? 

flle$. Is found. 
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Mar. sen. Speak, whiere'? 

Mea, In an old suburb-cottage, 
Upbraiding beav'n, and cursing at your fortune. 

Mar. sen. Haste, let him be preserved for my own fury; 
Clap, clap your hands for joy, ye friends of Marius; 
Ten thousand talents for the Dews Fll give thee. 
The core and bottom of my torment's found; 
And in a moment I shall be at ease. 
Rome's walls no mdre shall be besmear'd with blood. 
But peace and gladness flourish in her streets. 
Lefsgo: Metellus! we have found Metellus! 
Let evVy tongue proclaim aloud Metellus ; 
Till I have dash'd him on the rock of fate. 
Then be his name forgot, and heard no more. [Exeiud* 

SCENE IV* —^ ChurchYard. 

Enter Marius Junior. 

Mar.jun. As I have wandered rousing to and fro. 
Still am I brought to this unlucky place. 
As I had business with the horrid dead: 
Tho' could I trust to flattery of sleep. 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand. 
My bosom's lord sits lightly on his throne. 
And all this day an unaccustomed spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt Lavinia came and found roe dead. 
And breath'd such life with kisses on my lips. 
That I reviv'd, and was an emperor. 

Enter Catulus: 

Cat, My lord already here ! 
Mar.jun. My trusty Catulus, 
What news from my Lavinia? speak and bless rac. 
Cat, She's very well. — 

♦ ** Romeo and Juliet," act 5. ic. 1. 
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Mat.juif. Then nothing can be ill. 
Something tliou seem'st to know that's terrible. 
Out with it boldly, man ; what caiis't thoa say 
Of my Lavinial 

Cat. But one sad word, she's dead : 
Here in her kindred's vault I've seen her laid. 
And have been searching yon to tell the news. 

Mar.jun, Dead ! is it so? then I deny* yoii, stars. 
Go, hasten quickly, get me ink and paper. 
Tis done: Til hence to-night. 
Hast thou no letters to me from the priest? 

Cat. No, my good lord. 

Marjun, No matter, get thee gone — [iSnV Catulns. 
Lavinia ! yet i'il lie with thee to-night; 
But for the means. Oh mischief! thou art swift 
To catch the straggling thoughts of desp'rate men. 
I do remember an apothecary, 
That dwelt about this rendezvous of death : 
Meagre and very rueful were his looks ; 
Sharp misery hid worn him to the bones; 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung» 
An alligator stutf'd, and other skins 
Of ill-shap'd fishes:- and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes. 
Green earthen^pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 
Remnants of pack-thread, and old cakes of roses. 
Were thinly scatter'd to make up a show. 
Oh for a poison now ! his need will sell it, 
Tho' it be present death by lloman law. 
As I remember, this should be the house. 
His shop is shut : with b^gars all are holidays. 
Holla! ApcUbecary; hoa ! 

Enter Apothecary. 

Apoth, Who's there ? 

Mar.jun. Come hither, man, I see thou'rt very poor ; 

• Some of the editors of Shakespeare read-^/Di? t^m, stan. 
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Thoii ma/st do any thibg: here's fifty dnckniBS'; 

Get me a draught of that will soonest free 

A wretch from all his cares: thou understand'st me. 

Apcth. Such mortal drugs I have, but Roman law 
Speaks death to any he that utters them. 

Mar.jun. Art thou so base, and full of wretchedness^ 
Yet fear'st to die I famine is in thy cheeks^ 
Need and oppression stareth in thy eyes^ 
Contempt and beggary hang on thy back; 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law ; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich : 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Apoth. My poverty, but not my will consentlfei — 

[G0e8m, and fetches a PkUU of Paism. 
Take thb and curink it off, the work is done* 

Mar.jun. There is thy gold, worse poison to men's 
souls. 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world 
Than these poor compounds thou'rt forbid to sell.- 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
FVureweil — buy food — and get thyself in flesh. 
Now for the monument of the Metelli — [Emi. 

Scene draws, and shews the Temple and Maniumeni. 

« 

fte-mter Mariits. 

It should be here: the door is open too. 

Th' insatiate mouth of fate gapes wide for more. 

Enter Priest and Boy, wOh a Mattock and Iron Crow *. 

Priest. Give me the mattock and the wrenching iron! 
Now take this letter, with what haste thou canst 
Find out young Manns, and deliver it. [Exit Boy. 
Now must I to the monument alone. 
What wretch is he thafs entVing into th' tomb? 
Some villain come to rob and spoil the dead. — 
Whoe'er thou art, stop thy imhaUow'd purpose. 

• «*RaaMoaadJiifiet,'* act5.ic.S. 
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Mm'.jm^. Whoe*er thott art, I warn thee to be gone. 
And do not interrupt my horrid purpose. 
JPor else^ by heav'n, I'll tear tbee joint by j<Nnt» 
And strew this hungry church-yard with tliy limbs. 
My mind, md it's intents are savage, wild. 
More fierce and more inexorable far 
Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

Priest, Then as a sacrilegious slave, I cfaaige thee. 
Obey, and go with me, or thou must die. 

Mar.jun. I know I must, and therefore I came hither. 
Good r^rence, do not tempt a desp'rate man. 
By heav'n, I love thee better than myself; 
For I against myself come hither arm'd. 
Stay not, begone — live, and hereafter say, 
A madman's nercy gave thee honest counsel. 

PrkH. I do defy thy mercy and thy counsel. 
And here will seiie tbee as a thief and robber. 

Msr.jKs. Wilt thou provoke me? then here, take 
thy wages. [Kitla km. 

Priest, I'm kill'd. Ob Marius ! now too late I know 
thee. 
Thou'st slain the only man could do tbee good. 
Lavinia — oh! — [Dies. 

MaKiun. Let me peruse this Ace. 
It is the honest priest that join'd our hands, 
iu a disguise conceal'd. Give me tliy hand; 
Smce in ill fiite's Mack roll with me tbou'rt writ, 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave. 
Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth. 
Thus will I force thy rotten jaws to qpen. 
And spite of thee, yet cram tlice with more food. 

[PuUs down the side of the Tm*. 
Oh gorgeous palace ! oh my love ! my wife ! 
Death l»s had yet no pow'r upon thy beauty; 
That is not conquer'd. Beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks ; 
And the pak flag is not advanc'd yet there. 
Why art thou stUl so fairl shall I believe 
That the lean monster death is amorous. 
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And keeps thee here ui darkness for his paramour ? 
For fear of that, Fll stay with thee for erer. 
Come, bitter conduct, thou unsav'ry /2:uide : 
Here'^ to my love — [Drinks the Poison. 

And now, eyes, look your last. 
Arras, take your last embrace, whilst on these lips 
I fix the seal of an eternal contract — 
She breathes and stirs! — [Lavinia wakes. 

Imv. in the Tomb. Where am I] bless me, heaven ! 
^Tis very cold : and yet here's something warm — 
Mar.jtm, She lives, and we shall both be made im*" 
mortal. 
Speak, ray Lavinia, speak some heav'niy news. 
And tell me how the gods design to treat us. 

Lav, O ! I have slept a long ten thousand years. 
What have they done with me ! Ill not be us'd thus: 
ril not wed Sylla. Marius is my husband ; 
Is he not, sir? methinks you're very like him. 
Be good as he is, and protect me. 

Mar.jun. Hah! 
Wilt thou not own me ? am I then but like him? 
Much, much indeed Tm chang'd from what I was; 
And ne'er shall be myself, if thou art lost. 

Lav, The gods have heard my vows ; it is my Marius. 
Once more they have restored him to my eyes. 
Hadst thou not come, sure I had slept for ever. 
But there's a soverei^ charm in thy embraces. 
That might do wonders, and revive the dead. 

Mar.jun, IlUfate no more, Lavinia, now shall part ub^ 
Nor cruel parents, nor oppressing laws. 
Did not heav'n's pow'rs all wodder at our loves ? 
And when thou told'st the tale of thy disasters 
Was there not sadness and a gloom amongst them 1 
I know there was; and they in pity sent thee. 
Thus to redeem me from this vale of torments. 
And bear me with thee to those hills of joys. 
This world's gross air grows burthensome already. 
I'm all a god; such heav'nly joys transport me. 
That mortal sense grows sick, and faints with tasting. 

[Dim. 
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Lav. Oh! to recount my happiness to thee. 
To open all the treasure of my snul. 
And shew thee how 'tislitrd, would waste more tune 
Thah so impatient loVe as mine can spare.-* 
He's gone! he's dead! breathless: alas! my Maritii* 
A phial too ; here, here has been his bane. 
O churl ! drink all ? not leave one friendly drop 
For poor Lavinia 1 yet I'll drain thy lips. 
Perhaps some welcome poison may hang there. 
To help me to o*ertake thee on thy^ journey. 
Clammy and damp as earth. Hah ! stains of blood 1 
And a man murder'd ? Tis th' unhappy Flanieu. 
Who fix their joys on any thing that's mortal. 
Let them behold my portion, and despair. 
What shall I do] how will the gods dispose me? 
Oh ! I could rend these walls with lamentation. 
Tear up the dead from their corrupted graves^ 
And daub the face of earth with her own boweb. 

Enter Marius Senior, and Guards, drmng in Me- 

TBLLU8. 

Mar.sen. Pursue the slave: let not his gods protect him; 

Lav. More mischiefs? Iial My father. 

Met, Oh! I am slain. [Faih down and dies., 

Lav. And murder'd too ! When will my woes have end ? 
Come, cruel tyrant. • 

Mar. sen. Sure I have known that face. 

/.ao. And canst thou think of any one good turn 
That I have done thee, and not kill me for't? 

Mar. aen. Art tlioir not call'd Lavinia? 

Lav, Once I was: 
But by my woes may now be better known. 

Mar. sen. I cannot see tl|y face — 

Lav. You must, and hear jne. 
By tliis, you must: nay, I wfll hold you fast. 

[^Seizes his Sword* 

Mar. sen. What wouldst thou say ? where's all ray 
rage gone now ? 

VOL. II. o 
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Imv. I am Laviniay bom of noble race. 
My bioomiDg beauty conquered many hearty 
But |m>^d the greatest torment of my own: 
Tho' my vows prosper'd, and my love was answer'd 
ByMarins, the noblest, goodliest youth 
That mau e'er envied at, or virgin sigh'd for ; 
He was the son of an wihappy parent. 
And banbh'd with him when our joys were young ; 
Scarce a night old. 

Mar. sen. I do remember't well. 
And thou art she, that wonder of thy kind. 
That could'st be true to exil'd misery. 
And to and fro thro' barren desarts range. 
To find th' unhappy wretch thy soul was fond of. 

Lav, Do you remember^t well? 

Mar, sen. In ev'ry point. 

Lav, You then were gentle, took me in your arms. 
Embraced me, blest me, us'd me like a fkther: 
And sure I was not thankless for the bounty. 

Mar.8en, No, thou wert, next the gods, my only comfort. 
When I lay fainting on the dry parch'd earth. 
Beneath the scorching heat of burning noon. 
Hungry and dry, no food nor friend to cheer me: 
Then thou, as by the gods some angel sent, 
Cam^st by, and in compassion didst relieve me. 

JLnv. Did I all this? 

Mar. sen. Thou didst; thou sav'dst my life. 
Else I had sunk beneath tlie weight of want^ 
And been a prey to my remorseless foes. 

Lav. And see how well I am at last rewarded! 
Ail could not balance for the short-term'd life 
Of one old man: you have my father butcher'd. 
The only comfort I had left on earth. 
Hie gods have taken too my husband from me; 
See where he lies, your and my only joy. 
This sword, yet reeking with my father's gore. 
Plunge it into my breast : plunge, plunge it thus. 
And now let rage, disti action and deqpair 
Sei2e all mankind, till they grow mad as I am. 

[Siata herteif with kis Sword. 
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Mar, sen, Nay^ now thou hast outdone ina much in 
cruelty. 
Be nature's light extinguished; let the sun 
Withdraw his beamsy and put the world in daiinessy 
Whilst here I howl away my life in sorrows. 
Oh ! let me bury me and all my sins 
Here with this good old man. Thus let me kiss 
Thy pale sunk cheeks, embafan thee with my tears* 
My son, how cam'st thou by this wretched endl 
We might have all been friends, and in one house 
Enjoyed the blessings of eternal peace. 
But oh! my cruel nature has undone me. 

« 

Enter Messenger. 

Mea. My lord, I bring you most disast'rous news. 
Sylla's retum'd ; hb army's on their march 
From Capua, and to-morrow will reach Rome, 
At which the rabble are in new rebellion. 
And your Sulpitius mortally is woimded. 

Enter SuirPiTius (led by two of the Gwarie) and 

GUANiUS. 

Mar. sen. O! then Fm ruin'd! From this yery mo- 
ment 
Has my good genius left me; hope forsakes me. 
The name of Sylla's baneful to my fortune. 
Be wam'd by me, ye great ones, how y'embroil 
Yourcountr/s peace, and dip your hands in slaughter. 
Ambition is a lust that's never quench'd. 
Grows more inflam'd and madder by eiyoyment. 
Bear me away, and lay me on my bed, 
A hopeless vessel bound for the dark land 
Of loathsome deatli, and loaded deep with sorrows. 

[HeisUdqg^. 

Snip. A curse on all repentance I how 1 hate it ! 
rd rather hear a dog howl, than a man whme. 

Gran. You're wounded, sur: I hope it is not much. 

02 
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Sulp. *No; 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as 
a church-door ; but 'tb deep enough ; 'twill serve ; I 
am pepper'd I warrant, I warrant for thb world. A 
pox on all madmen hereafter. If I get a monument, 
let this be my epitaph : 

Sulpitius lies here, that troublesome slave, "1 

That sent roan^ honester men to the grave; > 

And died like a fool, when h'had liv'dlike a knave. j 

[Exeunt aamn. 

• ^ Romeo and Juliet,*' act S. sc. I. 



EPILOGUE. 



A MISCHIEF on't! tho* Vm again alive, 

May I believe this play of our*s shall thrive ? 

This drumming, trumpeting, and fighting play : 

Why, what a devil will the people say f 

The nation that*s without, and hears the din. 

Will swear we're raising volunteers again. 

For know, our poet, when this play was made. 

Had nought but drums and trumpets in his head; 

Had banished poetry and all her charms, 

And needs the fool would be a man at arms. 

No 'prentice e'er, grown weary of indentures, 

Had such a longing mind to seek adventures ; 

Nay, sure at last th' infection gen'nd grew ; 

For t'other day I was a captain too : 

Neither for Flanders nor for France to roam. 

But, just as you were all, to stay at home. 

And now for you who here come wrapt in cloaks. 

Only for love of Underbill and Nurse Noakes*, 

Our poet says, one day to a play ye come, 

Which serves ye half a year for wit at home. 

But which amongst vou is there to be found. 

Will take his thini cfay's pawn for fifty pound? 

Or, now he is cashier*d, will fairly venture 

To give him ready money for's debenture ? 

"^fherefore when he receiv'd that fatal doom, *^ 

This play came forth, in hopes his friends would come > 

To help a poor disbanded soldier home. j 

* The actors who supported the characters of Sulpitius and 
the Nurse. The latter obtained so much celebrity from his part, 
that, afterwards, he was commonly termed Ntnrs< Noaketi 
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Quipelago credit, magno tefoBHore toiKt; 
Qui pugnas 4* caatra petit, praeingitur amro; 
Viiis a&Uatcr pictojacet eMu» oetro 
Et qui ioUicHai muptat, ad w nmma peeaii : 
Sola pruinasis hinret facunma pannia, 
Atfue tfiopt Umgua dtBertae imvoeat artea. 

PETRON. AKfi. SATYBIC. CAP. 83. 
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Tbb peculiarity as well as excellence of Otway's 
groins, appears with striking effect in thb tragedy, 
which may justly rank among the most admirable pro- 
ductions of the English dianui. Withdrawn at length 
firom the sublime regions of fancy and romance, the 
allurements of rhyme, and the near contagion of fashio;i- 
able insipidity, and restored to truth and nature, Otway 
seems to have imbibed the spirit of Shakesptere, our 
great dramatic exemplar; and expresses here more 
pure and impassioned eloquence; tlum we find iu the in- 
flexible stateliness of Racine, or the heroic flights of 
Dryden. This play, from it's merit and reputation, 
which have diffused the fame of if s author in other 
countries, and awakened the satiric malignity of Vol- 
taire, deserves a more detailed, examination than it has 
hitherto obtained. ^ 

•We may pronounce the " Orphan" tolerably exact 
in the observance of the unities. With r^ard to time, 
indeed, it slightly encroaches upon those rigid laws 
imposed by critics upon the drama, but which are ne- 
glected by many of our most eminent poets, often with 
impunity, and sometimes with applause. Provided the 
Mtion be continuous, tlie unities of fuNr and place are 
now seldom enforced with severity. If the senses of 
the audience are not shocked by any obvious violation 
pf probability, it seems unnecessary to invent restraints 
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which give less pleasure to the spectator, than perplexity 
to the writer. The fable is borrowed from a novels 
called '' English Adventures/' and is briefly as follows: 

A young lady deprived of her parents, is received 
into the hospitable mansion of a family in which are 
two sons, to whom she becomes equally the object of 
ardent attachment. Castalio, the eldest, upon whom 
her affections are fixed, is involved by conflicting mo- 
tives of love and friendship in much dissimulatimi ami 
duplicity of conduct. He conceals his love, and at- 
tempts to vanquish the hopeless passion of his brother, 
by little artifices, and by aflecting on his own port a 
careless indifierence for his success. He at length pri« 
vately marries Monimia: their conversation is over- 
heard by Polydore, who, loosely imagining their assig- 
nation to be a criminal one, resolves to impose hims^ 
upon Monimia for his brother. This he is enabled to 
accomplish by his own dexterity, the artifices of a 
page, and the silence and secrecy which the delicate 
situation of the lovers required. The consequences 
of this act produce great horror and distress ; and the 
catastrophe ensues : the injured husband is coastrained 
to inflict the penalty of the offence upon hb own bro- 
ther, by the contrivance of the criminal himself. 

It has been objected, that tlie principal event is im« 
probable. But besides the alledged tnUk of tlib part 
of the story*, the imposture is supported by every eir« 

^ This is not of much weight alone:— 

'* Le vrai peut quelquefots n'etre pas vrai-semblable.. 

JBoileau, 



cvaiftvioe mhkh coald atnst and favour die deluiloii ; 
>aiMl where* as m this insUmoe, deceit b thought in- 
IHracticable* suspicion is easily laid asleep, or absorbed 
4i expectation* 

The characters are drawn with skill and judgment* 
Acasto» a uoblentan dignified and hospitable; pre- 
«erviug his loyalty amidst neglect, scorn, and ingrati' 
tode. His son% twins by birth, and congenial in habits* 
pursuits, and amusements; both /' plagued by one un» 
happy love,^ which happily developes, and forcibly 
discriminates their characters. Monimia, the victim of 
a passion which her charms had innocently e&cited, 
claims a plentiful tribute of pity. Her virtue, beauty, 
and misfortunes^ conspire to render her one of the 
most interesting personages in tragedy. Chamont, 
her brother, whose character is somewhat too hois* 
terous, and often breaks with too much violence the 
melancholy tenor, of the dialogue, is distuiguished by 
;Btt eacesBive jealousy of h<mour, and impatience of 
afiront, which, if not required, are, at least, excused by 
his profession of a soldier*. 

The sentiments are generally appropriate. The plot 
being of a domestic kind, and the persons not of a very 
exalted rank, great comprehension of thought, or 
philosophical dignity of sentiment, cannot reasonably 
be expected. The passions, and their modes of exhi- 

* Voltaire indulget hinuelf in ridicuHiig the character of Cha* 
aumt. He thus docribes his quarrel with Acaito: ** C6am Je 
veux que vous lui apprenies a vivre, ou je mettrai le feu i la 
miacxL^^Mi, H^, bicD} h^ bieo, je vow readrai juiticc.** 
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bitiob, are as various as the subject would admit/ 
without violating the simplicity of nature, which uoi' 
formly prevails. This may be extended to the whole of 
the plot ^nd denouement, which latter is conducted with 
considerable felicity. The diction, without aspiring to 
splendour or elegance, is just and poetical. The figures, 
though not numerous, are striking and well chosen. 
As the climax of distress approaches, the language 
assumes a tender and pathetic character, expressive of 
the subject ; and, by degrees, becomes so irresistibly 
moving, that few of those who follow the distresses of the 
" Orphan" to their close, can refuse to participate in 
emotions similar to those of Mrs. Barry, the celebrated- 
actress, who declared, that when playing the part of 
Monimia, she never uttered the words, " Ah! poor 
Castalio!'' without tears. 

Lest it should be imagined that partiality has assumed- 
the disguise of candour, some notice will now be taken 
of the imperfections of this play : and, first, the defect^ 
of it's moral. Otway concludes it with these lines : 

Tgo 



To search the means by which the fates have plagued us. 
'lis thus tliat heav*n it'» empire does maintain ; 
It may afflict, but man must not complain. 

This is a gloomy reflection. Although the distress of 
the scene, in which the innocent are complicated with 
the guilty, may be supposed to extort such a sentiment 
from a thoughtless mind; the poet is bound to vindi- 
cate the distributions of Providence from heedless cm-. 
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silres aiisiug out of the dull perceptions of mortality. 
The'mischievoas tendency of falshood and disingenuous- . 
ness, seeros to be the moral inference which, without 
any art of the poet, we may deduce from the piece ; . 
and in this view of the subject, Castalio deserves less: 
c^ipaasion, and Polydore less indignation, than they r 
respectively receive. The plot, in common with that 
of Shakespeare's " Measure for Measure/' labours under 
the charge of indecency. There are likewise some senti- 
ments which border upon libertinism. In Acasto's 
advice to his sons, the limits between truth and satire 
are so indistinct, that he appears at one time to dis- 
course inconsbtently with his character. 

It is generally supposed, that in Acasto may be 
found the portrait of the first Duke of Orniond ; and 
the resemblance b sufficiently strong to warrant the 
conjecture, notwithstanding it implies a severe re- 
proach upon the king for his neglect of him. 



When for what he had borne 

Long, hard, and faithful toil, he might have claimed 
Places in honour, and employment high ; 
A huffing, shining, flattVing, cringing coward, 
A canker-worm of peace, was rais'd above him. 

These disgraceful epithets will apply^ with truth, 
to the Duke of Buckingham, among other characters 
of equal profligacy, who interposed themselves between 
the king and Ormond*. 

* In Carte's life of this excellent nobleman, maty be seen many 
points of the resemblance before alluded to. 
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The ** Orphan*' was represented in l6S0, and 
printed, 4to. the same year. The iattering dedkation 
to the Duchess of York, when read in connection with 
a sentence in the beginning of the third act of the pkiy» 
reflects neither honour upon the object, nor credit upon 
the panegyrist. Voltaire is unaccountably mistaken in 
saying it is dedicated to the Duchess of Cleveland. 



TO 

HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 

THE DUCHESS*. 



MADAM, 

Afteb having a great wiiile wished to write aome- 
thing that might be worthy to hiy at Tonr Highnesses 
feet, and finding it impossible : since the world has been 
so Und to me to judge of this poem to my advantage, 
as the most pardonable fault which I have made m it's 
kind; I had sinned against myself, if I had not chosen 
this opportunity to implore (what my ambition is most 
fond of) your ravour and protection. 

For though fortune would not so far bless my endea- 
vours, as to encourage them with Your Royal Highnesses 
presence, when this came into the world; yet, I cannot 
but declare it was my design and hopes, it might have 
been your divertlsement in that happy season, when yon 
letunied again to cheer all those eyes that had before 
wept for your departure, and enliven all hearts that had 
wept for your absence: when wit ought to have paid 
it*s choicest tributes in, and joy have known no limits, 
then I hoped my little mite would not have been reject- 
ed ; though ray ill fortune was too hard for me, and I 
lost a greater honour, by Your Royal Highness's ab» 
€ence, than all the applauses of the world besides can 
make me reparation for. 

Nevertheless, I thought myself not quite unhappy, so 

• Mary-Beatrix Eleonora of Este, daughter of the Puke of 
Modena. She wat the Duke of York's seoood wife 
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long as I had hopes this way yet to recompense niy dis' 
appointment past : when I considered also, that poetry 
might claim right to a little share in your favour : for 
Tasso and Ariosto, some of the best, have made their 
names eternal, by transmitting to after^ages the glory 
of your ancestors; and under the spreading of that 
shade, where two of the best have planted their laurels, 
how honoured should I be, who am the worst, if but a 
branch might grow for me ! 

I dare not think of offering anything in this address, 
that might look like a panegyric, for fear lest, when I 
have done my best, the world should condemn me, for 
saymg too little, and you yourself check me, for med- 
dling with a task unfit for my talent. 

For the description of virtues and perfections so rare 
as your's are, ought to be done by as deliberate, as skil- 
ful a hand; the Matures must be drawn very fine, to be 
like ; hasty daubing would but spoil the picture, and 
make it so unnatural, as must want false lights to set it 
off: and your virtue can receive no more lustre from 
praises, than your beauty can be improved by art; which; 
as it charms the bravest prince that ever amazed the 
world with his virtue; so let but all other hearts en- 
quire into themselves, and then judge how it ought to 
be praised. 

Your love too, as none but that great hero, who has 
it, could deserve it, and therefore, by a particular lot 
from heaven, was destined to so extraordinary a bless- 
ing, so matchless for itself, and so wondrous for it's 
constancy, shall be remembered to your iuiraortal ho- 
nour, when all other transactions of the age you live in^ 
shall be forgotten. 

But I forget that I am to ask pardon for the fault I 
have been all this while committing. Wherefore^ I beg 
Your Highness to forgive me thb presumption, and that 
you will be pleased to think well of one, who cannot 
. help resolving, with all the actions of life, to endeavour 
to deserve it: nay more, I would beg, and hope it may 
be granted, tliat I may, through your's, never want an 
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advocate in his favour, whose heart and nund yon 
have ao entire a share in: it is my only portion and my 
fortune; I cannot but be happy, so long as I have but 
hopes I may enjoy it; and I must be miserable^ should 
it ever be my ill fate to lose it. 

This, with eternal wishes for Your Roval HighneH^s 
content, happiness, and prosperity, in all humility » 
presented by 

Your most obedient. 

And devoted Servant, 

THO. OTWAY. 



TOIn II. 



PROLOGUE. 



To you, great judges in this writing age. 

The sons of wit, and patrons of the su^, ' 

With all those humble thoughts, which still hare swaj'd 

His pride, much doubting trumbling^ and afraid 

Of what is to liis want of merit due, 

And aw*d by evVy excellence ia you. 

The author sends to bes you would be kind, 

And spare those many nuilts you needs muaC fiod« 

You to whom wit a common foe is grown. 

The thing ye scorn and publicly disown; 

Tho' now perhaps you*re here for other ends, 

He swears to me, ye ought to be his friends: 

For he ne*er caird ye yet insipid tools \. 

Nor wrote one line to tell you ye were fools: 

But says of wit ye have so large a store. 

So very much, you never will have more. 

He ne'er with libel treated yet the town. 

The names of honest men bedaub'd and shown; 

Nay, never once lampoon^ tlie harmless life 

Of suburb-virgin, or of city-wife. 

Satire*8 th' effect of poetry's disease; -^ 

Which, sick of a lewd age, she vents for ease, C 

But now her only strife would be to please; y 

Since of ill fate the baneful cloud's withdrawn, 

And happiness a^n bepas to dawn ; 

Since back with joy and triumph he is come*. 

That always drew fears hence, ne'er brought 'em home* 

Oft has he plow'd the boist'rous ocean o*er .x 

Yet ne'er more welcome to the longing shore, y 

Not when he brought home victories before. j 

Tor then fresh laurels flourish'd on his brow; 

And he comes crown'd with olive-branches now ; 

Receive him ! oh receive him as his friends ; 

Embrace the blessings which he recommends: 

Such quiet as your foes shall ne'er destroy; 

Then shake off fears, and clap your hands for joy* 

• The Duke of York ; who had returned from Bnuielii whither 
he retired to escape the clamours of the Anti-papigti. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiB. 



AcASTOy a Nobleman retired frim Court, and Hcing privately 

in the Country, 
Castalio, I ^^ 5,^ 
Poly DOR E, S 

Chamont, a young Soldier of Fortune, 
Ernesto, > 5^^^,, ^^ ^y^^ jViim/^. 
Pa ('LINO, S 

Cob n F.I 10, Polydore's Pflge. 
Chaplain. 

MoNiMiA, the Orphan, left under the Guardianship of old 

Acasto- 
Serin A, Acasto'* Daughter, 
^LO&ELLA; Monimia'i Wonuin. 



SCENE, Bohemia. 



THE ORPHAN. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Paulino and Ernesto^ 

Paul. Tis strange, Ernesto, this severity 
Should stili reign powerful in Acasto's mind. 
To hate the court, where he was bred, and liv'd. 
All honours heap'd on him that pow'r could give. 

Em. Tis true, he hither came a private gentleman. 
But young and brave, and of a family 
Ancient and noble as the empire holas. 
The honours he has gain'd are justly bis : 
He purchased them in war; thrice has he led 
An anny 'gainst the rebels, and as often 
Retum'd with victory : the world has not 
A truer soldier, or a better subject. 

PauL It was his virtue at first made me serve him ; 
He is the best of masters, as of friends : 
I know he has lately been invited thither; 
Yet still he keeps his stubborn purpose ; cries; 
He's old, and willingly would be at rest: 
I doubt there's deep resentment in his mind. 
For the late slight his honour suifer*d there. 

Em. Has he not reason 1 When for what he half 
borne. 
Long, hard, and faithful toil, he might have claim'd 
Places in honour, and employment high; 
A huffing, shining, fiatt'ring, cringing coward, 
A canker-worm of peace, was rais'd abave him» 
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Paul. Yet still he holds just value for the king^ 
Nor ever names him but with highest reverence. 
Tis noble that— 

Ern, Oh ! I have heard him wantcm in Ins praise^ 
Speak things of him might charm the ears of envy. 

Paul, Oh may he live till Nature's self grow old. 
And from her womb no more can bless the earth! 
For when he dies, farewell all honour, bounty. 
All generous encouragement of arts ; 
For Charity herself becomes a widow. 

Em. No, he has two sons, that were ordain'd to be 
As well his virtues', as his fortune's heirs. 

Paul. They're both of nature mild, and full of sweet- 
ness; 
They came twins firom the womb, and still ttiey live 
As if they would go twins too to the grave : 
Neither has any thing he calk his own. 
But of each other's joys, as griefe, partaking ; 
So very honestly, so well they love. 
As they were only for each other born. 

Ern. Never was parent in an offspring happier ! 
He has a daughter too, whose blooming age 
Promises goodness equal to her beauty. 

Paul. And as there is a friendship 'twixt the bietbren, 
So has her infant nature chosen too 
A faithful partner of her thoughts and wishes. 
And kind companion of her harmless pleasures. 

Ern. You mean the beauteous Orphan, fair Monimia, 

Paul. The safme, the daughter of the brave Cbamont. 
He was our lord's companion in the wars; 
Where such a wondrous friendship grew between them^ 
As only death could end. Chamont's estate 
Was ruin'd in our late and civil discords : 
Therefore, unable to advance her fortune. 
He left his daughter to our master's care ; 
To such a care, as she scarce lost a fiither. 

Em. Her brother to the emp'fiHr's wars weut early. 
To seek a' fortune, or a noble fate; 



Wbentt he with hoDovr as cspttlcd back^ 
And mighty marlu of that great priace's ftvoiir. 

PmU. Out aiaiter never woaM permit hb tout^ 
To launch for Ibrtwie ui Ih'Quoertain world: 
But warns them t» aroid both courts aad eaaaps^ 
Where dilatory fortune plays the jilt 
With the brafe, nobK hoocst^ gaUaat mao^ 
To throw hendf away on foob smd knaves. 

Em. They both have forward, gen*fOHs^ actite spirits} 
Tis daily thek petitioa to their father. 
To send them forth where gloiy's to be gotteo; 
They cry they're weary of their lazy lioine. 
Restless to do some thing that fame may talk of. 
To-day they ehas'd the boar, and aaar this thne 
Should be retum'd. 

Paul. Oh that's a royal sport! 
We yet may see the old man ii> a maming. 
Lusty as health, come ruddy to the field. 
And there punae the chaser as if he meant 
To overtake time, and bring back youth again. 

[JSwufif, 

Enter Castalio, Polyik>rb, and Fage. 

Cast. Polydore! our sport 
Has been to^ay much better for the danger: 
When on the brink the foaming boar I met. 
And in bis side thought to have lodg'd my spear. 
The desp'rate savage rush'd withiii my force. 
And bore rae headfong with him down the rock. 

Pol. But then— 

Cast. Ay then, any brother, my friend Polydore, 
Like Perseus mounted on his winged steed. 
Came on, and down the dfaug'rous precipice leapt 
To save Castalio. Twas a god like act! 

Pd. But when I came, I found you conqueror* 
Oh ray heart danc'd to see your danger past! 
The heat and fury of the chase was cool'd. 
And I had nothing in my mind but joy. 
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Ca9t. So, Polydon, aiethuiks we might in wm 
Rush on together ; thou should'st be my gumrd. 
And I be thine; what is'i could hurt us tlienl 
Now half the youth of Europe are in arms» 
How fulsome must it be to stay behind^ 
And die of rank diseases here at home ! 

PoL No, let me purchase in my youth renown. 
To make me lov'd and valued when Fm old: 
I would be busy in the world, and learn. 
Not like a coarse and useless dunghill-weed, 
Fix'd to one spot, and rot just as I grew. 

Cast Our father 
Has taVn himself a surfeit of the world. 
And cries it is not safe that we should taste it: 
I own Fve duty very pow'rful in me; 
And tho' rd hazard all to raise my name. 
Yet he's so tender and so good a father, 
I could not do. a thing to cross his will. 

PoL Castalio, I have doubts within my heart. 
Which you, and only you, can satisfy : 
Will you be free and candid to your friend 1 

Cast, Have 1 a tliought my Polydore should not 
know? 
What can this mean? 

PoL Nay 111 conjure you too 
By all the strictest bonds of faithful friendship. 
To show your heart as naked in this pouit. 
As you would purge you of your sins to heav'n. 

Cast. I will. 

PoL And should I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 
With all the sufferance of a tender friend. 

Cast, As calmly as the wounded patient bears 
The artist's hand that ministers his cure. 

PoL Thafs kindly said. You know our father's 
ward. 
The fair Monimia;— is your heart «t peace 1 
Is it so guarded that you could not love her i 

Cast. Suppose I should ? 

PoL Suppose you, should not, brother? 
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Coit. Yoo*d say, I must not. 

Pol. That would sound too roughly 
TwUt frioids and brothers, as we two are. 

CaaL Is love a iault? 

Pol. In one of us it may be : 
What if I love her ? 

Cs8t Then I must inform you 
I lov'd her first, and cannot quit the claim. 
But will preserve the birthright of my passiou. 

Pol. YouwiU? 

Cast. 1 will. 

Pol. No more, IVe done. 

Coat. Why not 1 

PoL I told you I had done ; 
But you, Castalio, would dispute it. 

Cast. No; 
Not with my Polydore; tho' I must own 
My nature obstinate and void of sufferance. 
Love reigns a verv tyrant in ray heart. 
Attended on his throne by all his guards 
Of furious wishes, fears, and nice siuplcions. 
I could not bear a rival in my friendship^ 
I am so much in love, and fond of thee. 

Pol. Yet you would break this fnendship! 

Cast. Not for crowns. 

Pol. But for a toy you would, a woman's toy; 
Unjust Castalio! 

Cast. Pr'y thee, where's my fault I 

Pol. You love Monimia. 

Cast. Yes. 

Pol. And you would kill me. 
If I'm your rival- 

Cast. No, sure we're such friends. 
So much one man, that our affections too 
Must be united, and the same as we are. 

PoL I doat upon Monimia. 

Cast. Love her still; 
Win, and enjoy her. 

Pii/. Bothofus^caimQt* 



Cad. No matter 
Whose chance it proire; but kfs not qaairel ibr'f- 

Pol. Yott wottld not wed Moainda^ would youl 

Coit. Wed her! 
No! were she all desire could wish, as iair 
As would the vainest of her sex be thou^« 
With wealth beyond what woman's pride could waste^ 
She should not cheat me of my If eedom. Many ! 
When I am old and weary of the world, 
I may grow desperate. 
And take a wife to mortify withal. 

Pol. It is an elder brother's duty so 
To propagate his family and name: 
You would pot have your's die and bailed with youT 

Cast. Mere vanity, and silly dotage all: 
No, let me live at large, and when 1 die — 

Pol. Who shall possess th' estate you leavet 

Coit. My friend. 
If he survives me; if not, my king, 
Who may bestow't again on some brave man» 
Whose honesty and services deserve one* 

Pol. Tis kindly oflfei'd. 

Cart. By yon beaVn, I love 
My Polydore beyond all worldly joys. 
And would not shock his quiet, to be blest 
With greater happbiess than man e'er tasted^ 

Pol. And by that heav'n eternally I swear. 
To keep the kind Castalk> in my heart* 
Whose shall Monimia be I 

Cast. No matter whose. 

Pol, Were you not with her pmalely last n^ht? 

Cast. I was, and should have met her here again ;^ 
But th'opportunity shall now be thine; 
Myself will bring thee to the scene of love: 
But have a care, by friendship I conjure thee. 
That no false phiy be offered to thy brother. 
Urge all thy pow'rs to make thy jiassioB prosp«v 
But wrong not mine. 

Pol. Heav'n bUst me if I do. 



Ca9t. If t prove thy fortme, Polydore, to conqver, 
(For thou hast aU the arts of fine pemiaaioa!) 
Trust mCy and let me know thy love'f success. 
That I may ever after stifle mine. 

Pol. Tho' she be dearer to my soul than vest 
To weary pilgrinu, or to misers gold. 
To great menpow'r, or wealthy cities pride. 
Rather than wrong Castalio, Td forget her. 
For if ye, p«w^ ba^ happiness in stote. 
When ye would shower down joys on Folydore, 
In one great blessing all your bounty send. 
That I may never lose so dear a friend. 

[ Ex. Cast. Pol. Mmm Page. 

Enter Monimia. 

Mon. So soon retum'd from buotkig? this fair day 
Seems as if sent t'invite the world abroad. 
Pass'd not Castalio and Polydore this way 1 

Page. Madam, just now. 

Man. Sure some ill fate's upon me. 
Distrust and heaviness sit round my heart. 
And apprehension shocks my timorous soul* 
Wliy was I not laid in my peaceful grave 
With my poor parents, and at rest as they aiel 
Instead of that, I'm mad'ring into cares. 
Castalio ! O Castalio ! thou host caught 
My foolish heart ; and like a tender child. 
That trusts his play-thing to another hand, 
I fear it's harm, and fain would have it bade. 
Come near, Cordelio. I must chide you, sir. 
* Page. Why, niadam,have I done you any wrougt 

Mon. I never see you qow ; you have been kinder ; 
Sat by my bed, aud sung me pretty songs: 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful : here's money lor you s 
Will you oblige me 1 Slu^l I see you oft'uer 1 

Page. Madam, I'd serve you with my soul ; 
But in a morning when you caU roe to you. 
As by your, bed I stand apd tell you. stories^ 
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I am asliam'd to see your swelling breasts. 
It makes me blush, they are so very white. 

Mon» Oh men for flatf ry and deceit renown'd I 
Thus when you're young ye learn it all like him. 
Till as your years encrease, that strengthens too, 
T' undo poor maids, and make our ruin easy. 
Tell me, Cordelio, for thcu oft hast heard 
Their friendly converse, and their bosom-secrets; 
Sometimes, at least, have they not talked of me ? 

Page. Oh madam! very wickedly they've talked : 
But Fm afraid to name it ; for they say. 
Boys must be whipt that tell their masters' secrets. 

Mon, Fear not, Cordelio! it shall ne'er be known ; 
For rii preserve the secret as 'twere mine. 
Polydore cannot be so kind as I. 
I'll furnish thee for all thy harmless sports 
With pretty toys, and thou shalt be my page. 

Page. And truly, madam, I had rather be so. 
Methinks you love me better than my lord. 
For he was never half so kind as you are. 
What must I do ? 

Man, Inform me how thou'st heard 
Castalio, and his brother, use my name. 

Page, With all the tenderness of love. 
You were the subject of their last discourse. 
At first I thought it would have iktal prov'd ; 
But as the one grew hot, the other eool'd. 
And yielded to the frailty of his friend ; 
At last, after much struggling, ^twas resolVd— 

Mim. What, good Co^elio? 

Page, Not to quarrel for you. 

ilfdm. I would not have them; by my dearest 
hopes, 
I would not be the argument of strife. 
But surely my Castalio won't forsake me. 
And make a mock'ry of my easy love. 
Went they together! 

Page, Yes, to seek you, madam. 
Castalio promb'd Polydore to bring him 
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Where jbe alone might meet you. 

And fairly try the fortune of his wishes. 

Man. Am I then grown so cheap, just to be made 
A common stake, a prize for love in jest 1 
Was not Castaiio very loth to yield it ; 
Or was it Polydore's unruly passiim 
That heightened the debate 1 

Page. The fault was Polydore's. 
Castaiio play'd with love, and smiling shew'd 
The pleasure, not the pangs of his desire. 
He said no woman's smiles should buy his freedom ; 
And marriage is a mortifying thing. 

Man. Then I am ruin'd ! if Castalio's false, 
Where is there faith and honour to be found? 
Ye gods, that guard the innocent, and guide 
The weak ; protect, and take me to your care. 
Oh but I love him ! there's the rock will wreck me ! 
Why was I made with all my sex's softness. 
Yet want the cunning to conceal it's follies } 
I'll see Castaiio, tax him with his falshoods. 
Be a true woman, rail, protest my wrongs ; 
Resolve to hate him, and yet love him still. 

Enter Cast alio anif Poltdorb. 

He comes, the conqu'ror comes I lie still, my heart. 
And learn to bear thy injuries with scorn. 

Cast, Madam, my brother begs he may have leave 
To tell you something that concerns you nearly; 
I leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw. 

Man. My lord Castaiio ! 

CaH. Madam! 

Man. Have you purpos'd 
T abuse me palpably ] what means this usage I 
Whv am I left with Polydore alone 2 

^a»t. He best can tell you. Bus'iiess of importance 
fiMi me away ; I must attend my father* 

Man. Will you then leave me thus I 

jCaH. But for a moment. 
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Mon. It has been otherwise ; the time has beeo. 
When business might have staid, and I been heard. 

Cagi. I coold for ever hear thee ; but this time 
Matters of such odd circumstances press me. 
That I must go— [Exit. 

Man, Then go, and, if 't be possible, for ever. 
Well, my lord Polydore, I guess your business. 
And read th'ill-natur'd purpose in your eyes. 

Pol. If to desire you more than raisers wealth. 
Or dying men an hour of added life; 
If softest wishes, and a heart more true 
Than ever suffered yet for love disdained. 
Speak an ill-nature, you accuse me justly. 

Man, Talk not of love, my lord, I must not hear it. 

Pal, Who can behold such beauty and be silent? 
Desire first taught us words : man, when created. 
At first alone, long wander'd up and down. 
Forlorn, and silent as his vassal-beasts; 
But when a heav'n-born maid, like you, appear\l. 
Strange pleasures fiird his eyes, and firVl bis heart. 
Unloosed his tongue, and his first talk was love. 

Man, The first created pair, indeed, were blest; 
They were the only objects of each other. 
Therefore he courted her ; and her alone : 
But in thb peopled world of beauty, where 
There's rovmg room, where you may court, and ruin 
A thousand more, why need you talk to me? 

Pol, Oh ! I could talk to thee for ever : thus 
Eternally admiring, fix and gaze 
On those dear eyes, for ev'ry glance they send 
Darts thro' my soul, and almost gives enjoyment. 

Man, How can you labour thus for my undoing ? 
I must confess, indeed, I owe yon more 
Than ever I can hope or think to pay. 
There always was a friendship 'twixt our familieB ; 
And therefore when my tender parents died. 
Whose ruin'd fortunes too expii^d with thenn^ 
Your fiither's pity and his bounty took me^ 
A poor and hdpless Orphan, tb bis care. 
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Po/. Twas lieav'n ofdun'd it s<s to rnnke me btppy« 
Hence with this peevish virtue, 'tis a cheat ; 
And those who taught it first, were hypocrites. 
Come, these soft tender limbs were made for yieldinf . 

Man. Here on my knees, by heaVn's blest pow'r I 
swear, [KwuU* 

If you persist, I ne'er henceforth will see you. 
But rather wander thro* the world a beggar. 
And live on sordid scraps at proud men's doors : 
For tho' to fortune lost, 1 still inherit 
My mother's virtues, and my father's honour. 

Pd. Intolerable vanity ! 3'our sex 
Was never in the right ; you're always false. 
Or silly, ev'n your dresses are not more 
Fantastic than your appetites : you think 
Of nothing twice : opinion you have none : 
To-day you're nice, to-morrow not so free ; 
Now smile, then frown ; now sorrowful, then glad ; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why ! 
Virtue you affect, inconstancy's your practice ; 
And when your loose desires once get dominion, 
No hungry churl feeds coarser at a feast ; 
Ev'ry rank fool goes down— 

Men. Indeed, my lord, 
I own my sex's follies ; I've them all. 
And to avoid it's lault% must fly from you. 
Therefore believe roe, could you raise me high 
As most fantastic woman's wish could reach. 
And lav all nature's riches at my feet ; 
I'd rather run a savage in the woods 
Amongst brute beasts, grow wrinkled and deform'd. 
As wildness and most rude n^lect could make me. 
So I might still eiyoy my honour safe 
From tte destroying wilin of faithless men^-^ r£nl« 

PoL Who'd be that sordid foolish thing call'd man. 
To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a pleasure. 
Which beasts enjoy so very much above him t 
The lusty boll ranges thro' all the field. 
And from the herd wgliog ibu ftm»k 9Utb 



5234 THE ORPHAN. 

£iijoys her, and abandons her at will. 
It shall be so, Fll yet possess my love. 
Wait on, and watch her loose unguarded hours : 
Then, when her roving thoughts have been abroad. 
And brought in wanton wishes to her heart ; 
I'th' very minute when her virtue nods, 
I'll rush upo^rlier in a storm of love. 
Beat down (ler guard of honour all before me. 
Surfeit on jdys, till ev'n desire grow sick ; 
Then by long absence liberty regain. 
And quite forget the pleasure and the pain. 

[Exeunt Pol. and Page. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. 
Enter Acasto, Cast alio, Polydore, Attendants. 

Acast. To-day has been a day of glorious sport. 
When you,' Castalio, and your brother left me. 
Forth from the thickets rush'd another boar. 
So large, he seem'd the tyrant of the woods. 
With all his dreadful bristles rab'd up high. 
They seem'd a grove of spears upon his back ; 
Foaming he came at me, where I was posted. 
Best to observe which way he'd lead the chase, . 
Whetting his huge long tusks, and gaping wide. 
As if he already had me for his prey ; 
Till brandishing my well-pois'd jav'lin high. 
With this bold executing arm, I struck 
The ugly brindled monster to the heart. 

Cast. The actions of your life were always wondroas. 

Acast. No flatf ry, boy I an honest man cmft live by't : 
Jt is a little sneaking art, which knaves 
Use to csyole and soften fools withal. 
If thou hast flatfry in thy nature, oat with% 
Or send it to a court ; for there 'twill thrive. 



Pol M% there ? 

Aeoiid 'TIS, next to money, current there ; 
To be seen daily in as many forms 
As there are sorts of vanities, and men: 
The superstitious* statesman has bis sneer 
To smooth a poor man off with, that can't brtb^ himt 
The grave dull fellow of small bus'nessi sooths 
The humourist, and will needs admire his wit : 
Who without spleen could see a hot-brain'd atheist 
Thanking a surly doctor for his sermon I 
Or a grave counsellor meet a smooth young lord. 
Squeeze him by th' hand, and prtiise his good com* 
plexion ? 

PeL Courts are the places whM« best manners floo* 
rish ; 
Where the deserving ought to rise, and ftioh 
Make show. Why should I vex and chafe my spleen^ 
To see a gaudy coxcomb shine, when I 
Have seen enough to sooth him in hb follies^ 
And ride him to advantage as^ I please! — 

Aeoit, Who merit, ought indeed to rise iW world; 
But no wise man that's honest, should expecL 
What man of sense would rack his gen'rous mind. 
To practise all the base formalities 
And forms of bus'nes^ force a grave starch'd face. 
When he's a very libertine in's hesort? 
Seem not to know this or that man in public. 
When privately perhaps they meet together. 
And lay the scene of some brave fellow's ruin I 
Such things are done-— «— 

Coat. Your lordship's wrongs have been 
So great, that you with justice may complain ; 
But suffer us, whose younger minds ne'er felt 
Fortune's deceits, ta court her as she's fair. 



* TIf tupiRtTiTiovB staUtmM—l imagine the author's mean^ 
Ing to be, emmitedj tvb-fiaced (as if from iufgT'if); the commoa 
sneaning of tbi Wora ■eemt inapplicable. 
VOL. II. . Q 



1^26 THB OEl^QAK. 

Were she a common mistress, kind to all. 

Her worth would cease, and half the world grow idle. 

Acast, Go to, you're fools, and know me not ; Fre 
learnt 
Long since to bear revenge, or scorn my wrongs^ 
According to the value of the doer. 
You both would fain be great, and to that end 
Desire to do things worthy your ambition: 
Go to the camp, prefennent's noblest mart. 
Where honour ought to have the fairest play. 
You'll find 

Corruption, envy, discontent, and faction. 
Almost in ev'ry band : how many men 
Have spent their blood in their dear country's service. 
Yet now pine under want, while selfish slaves. 
That ev'n would cut their throats, whom now they 

fawn on, 
like deadly locusts, eat the honey up. 
Which those industripus bees so hardly toil'd for ! 

Cast, These precepts suit not with my active mind : 
Methinks I would be busy. 

Pol. So would I. 
Not loiter out my life at home, and know 
No farther than one prospect gives me leave. 

Acast. Busy your minds then, study arts and men: 
Learn how to value merit tho' in rags. 
And scorn a proud ill-mauner'd knave in office. 

JElfi^^r Sbbina, Monimia, mifMaid 

Ser. My lord, my fiither ! 

Aeaat, Blessings on my child. 
My little cherub, what hast thou to ask mel 

Ser. I bring you, sir, most glad and welcome news : 
The young Chamont, whom you've so often wish'd for, 
Is just arriv'd and enfring. J 

Acast. By my soul. 
And all my honours, he's most dearly welcome; 
Let me receive him like his father's friend. 



fttE ouprahv Iff 
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Welcome, tbtou relict of the best-lov'd roan. 
Welcome from all the turmoils, and the hazards 
Of certain danger, and micertaln fortune; 
Welcome, as l^ppy tidings after fears. 

Cham. Words would but wrong the gratitude I owe 
you. 
Should I begin to sptA, my souFs so fuU» 
That I should talk of nothing else all day. 

iHon. My brother I 

Cham, Oh my sister! let roe hold thee 
Long in my arms. Tve not beheld thy face 
These many days; by night Fve often seen thee 
In gentle dreams, and satisfied my soul 
With fancied joy, till morning cares awak'd me. 
Another sbter I sure it must be so ; 
Tlio', I remember well, I had but one: 
But I feel something in my heart, that prompts 
And tells me she has claim and inf re^t there. 

AcaaL Young soldier, youVe not only studied war; 
Courtship, I see, has been your practice too. 
And may not prove unwelcome to my daughter. 

Cham. Is she your daughter? then my heart told* 
true! 
And I'm at least her brother by adoption : 
For you have made yourself to me a father^ 
And by that patent I have leave to love her. 

Ser. Moniroia, thou hast told me men arie hisCp 
Will flatter, feign, and make an art of love : 
Is Chiunont so 1 No, sure he's more than man. 
Something that's near divine, . and truth dwells in him. 

Acast. Thus happy, who would envy pompous pow'r. 
The luxury of courts, or wealth of cities? 
Let tliere be joy thro' all the house this day ! 
In ev'ry room let plenty flow at large. 
It b the birth-day of my royal master. 
You have not visited the court, Chamont, 
Since your return ? 
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Cham. I have no business there ; 
i have not slavish tempeiaiice enough 
ITatteiid a fav'rite's heels, and watch his smiles; 
Bear an ill office done me to my face. 
And thank the lord that wrong'd me, for his favour. 
Acast, This you could do. [To his Souk 

Cast, I'd serve my prince. 
Aeasi. Who'd serve hhn ? 
Cast. I would, my lord. 
Pd. And I; both would. 
Acast* Away. 
He needs.not any servants such as yon. 
Serve him! he merits more than man can do! 
He is so good, praise cannot sp^k hb worth : 
So mercirol, sure he ne'er slept in wrath ; 
So just, that were he but a private man. 
He could not do a wrong. How would you serve him I 

Cast, rd serve him with my fortune here at home. 
And serve him with my person in his wars; 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 

Pol. Die for him. 
As ev'ry true-bora loyal subject ought. 

Acast. Let roe embrace you both^ Now by the souls 
Of my brave ancestors, Vm truly happy ; 
For this be ever blest my marriage-day/ 
Blest be your mother's memory that bore you. 
And doubly blest be that auspicious hour 
That gave ye birth. Yes, my aspiring boys. 
Ye shall have bus'ness; when your master wants you. 
You cannot serve a nobler : I have serv'd him ; 
In this old body yet the marks remain 
Of many wounds. I've with this tongue proclaim'd 
Hb right, ev'n in the face of rank rebellion ; 
And when a foul-mouth'd traitor once profan'd 
His sacred name, with my good sabre drawn, 
£v'n at the head of all his giddy rout, 
I rush'dji and clove the rebel to the chine. 

Enter Servant. 

Ssrv. My lord, th' expected guests are just arriv'd. 
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Aeaai. Go you, and give them welcome and Moep- 

^^^' [^. Cast. oNi/pd. 

Cham. My lord, I stand in need of your amtance 
In somethiDg that conoenis my pcaee and honour. 

AeaU. Spoke like the son of tha( brave man Ilov'd : 
So freely, friendlj^ we convenM together. 
Whatever it be, with confidence Impart i^ 
Thou shalt command my fortune and my swonL 

Cham. I dare not doubt your friendship or your jus- 
tice. ^ ^ 

Your bounty shewn to what I hold most deai; 
My orphan sbter, must not be foigotten ! 
Acati. Pr'ythee, no more of that: it gmtcs my na- 
ture. ^ 

Cham. When our dear parents died, they died tOM- 
ther. 

One ikte surprix'd them, and one grave ivoeiv'd tbcmi 

My father with his dying breath b^ueath'd 

Her to my love : my m^er, as she lay 

Langubhing by tim, calfd me to her side. 

Took me in her fiatinfing ann^ wept, and embnufd me ;. 

Inen pressed me close, and as«he observed my tean^ 

Kiss'd them away: said she, Chamont, my son. 

By this, and all the love I ever shew'd the^ 

Be careful of Mommia ; watdh her youth ; 

Let not her wants betray her to dishonour: 

Perhaps kind heav'n may raise some friend: then sighVL 

Kiss'd me again; so Uest us^ and expired. 

fftrdon my grief.— 

Aeofii. It speaks an honest nature. 

CUm. The friend heaven rais'd was you; you took 
hemp. 
An infant, to the dcsart worid exposed. 
And prov'd another parent. 

Aea^. Tvenot wrong'd her! 

Ckim, Far be it from my fears. ^^^i^^^r 

Moii. Then why this argument 1 

Cham. My lord, my nature's jealous^ and yoQil bear it^ 

Atut. Ooon. 
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Cham. Gceat spirits bear misfortunes luirdl^ ; 
jGood offices claim gratitude ; and pride, 
Wliere poVr is wanting, will usurp a little. 
And make us (rather than be thought be]|und-hand) 
fay over-price. 

Acast. I cannot guess your drift; 
Pistrust you me 1 

Cham, No, but I fear her wellness 
May make her pay a debt at any rate ; 
Aud, to deal freely with your lordship's goodness, 
Tve heard a story latelv much disturbs me. 

Acast. Then first cnarge her; and if th' offcni;e be 
found 
Within my reach, tho' it should touch my nature^ 
In my own offspring, bv the dear remembrance 
Of thy brave father, wnom my heart rejoic'd in, 
I'd prosecute it with severest vengeance, [Exit* 

,Cham» I thank you from my souL 

Mon. Alas! my brother! 
What have I done 1 and why do you abuse me 1 
My heart quakes in me ; in your settled faoe 
And clouded brow, methinks I see my fate : . 
Ifou will not kill me ! 

Cham. PA thee, lyhy dost talk sol 

yifim. LocSs: kindly on me then. I camiot bear 
Severity ; it dauuts, and does amaze me : 
My heart's so tender, should you charge me rough^ 
I should but weep, and answer you with sobbing. 
But use me gently, like a loving brother. 
And search thro' all the secrets pf my soul. 

Cham. Fear nothing, I will shew myself a ]l>rotlier^ 
A tender, honest, and a lovmg brptKer» 
You've not forgot our &ther t 

Man. I shall never. 

Cham. Tlien you'll remember too, he iras a mifi 
That liv'd up to the standard of bis honour. 
And pri/d that jewel more than mines of wealth; 
^e'd not have done a shameful thing but once^ 
Tho' jkept in darkness from the world, and ^ddw^ 
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He could not have for^iv^n it to hmiaelf. 

lliis was the only portion that he left as; 

And I more glory m% than if possest 

Of all Uiat ever fortune threw on fools. 

Twas a large trust, and must be managed iiieely. 

Now if, b^ any chance, Monimia, 

You've soiFd this gem, and taken from ifs value. 

How will ye account with mel 

Mam. I challenge envy. 
Malice, and all the practices of hell. 
To censure all the actions of my past 
Unhappy life, and taint me if they can! 

Cham, rn tell thee then : three nights ago, as I 
Lay musing in my bed, all darkness round me, 
A sudden damp struck to my heart, cold sweat 
Dew'd all my face, and trembling seiz'd my limbs: 
My bed shook under me, the curtains started. 
And to my tortur'd fancy there appeared 
The form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art; 
Thy garments flowmg loose, and in each hand 
A wanton lover, which by turns caress'd tliee 
With all the freedom of unbounded pleasure: 
I siuitch'd my sword, and in tiie veiy moment 
]>arted it at the phantom ; straight it left me : 
Then rose and calf d for lights ; when, O dire omen ! 
I found my weapon had the arras pierc'd. 
Just where that (amoos tale was interwoven. 
How the unhappy Theban slew his father. 

Mam. And for this cause my virtue is suspected! 
Because in dreams your fancy has been ridden, 
I must be tortur'd waking! 

Cham, Have a care; 
Labour not to be justified too fkst : 
Hear all, and thett let justice bold the scale. 
What foUow'd was the riddle that confounds me: 
Thro' a close lane as I pursif d my journey. 
And meditated otf the hst nlSghf s vision, 
I spied s wrinkle<jf hag; ^th age grown douU^ 
Picking dry stidt9, aikl sK^mbling to beiseU; 
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H«r ey^ with scalding rheum were gall'd and red; 
Cold^paby shook her head, her hands seem'd wilher'dy 
Aqd on her crooked shoulders had she wrapt 
7he tatter'd remnant of an old strip'd hangmg. 
Which senr'd to keep her carcass from the cold; 
So theie was nothing of a piece about her : 
Her lower weeds were all o'er coarsely patched 
With different coloured nige^ black, red, whiter yellow. 
And seem'd to speak variety of wretchedness. 
I ask'd her of my wjay, which she informed roe; 
Then cray!d my ch^y, and bade me hasten 
To save a sbter: ^t that word I started! 

Mott. The common cheat of beggars ev'ry day! 
They flock about our doors, pretend to gifts 
Of prophecy, and telling fools their fortunes. 

Cham. Oh! but she told me such a fale, Monimia, 
As in it bore great circumstance of truth: 
Castalio and Polydore, my sister. 

Man, Hah! 

Cham. )yhat, alter'd! does your courage fail you? 
Now, by my fi^ther's soul, the witch was honest; 
Answer me, if thou hast not lost to jthem 
Thy honour at a sordid gan^l 

Mam. I will, 
I must'; so hardly my misfortune loads mie* 
That both have offered me their loves most true. ' 

Cham. And 'tis as true too, they have both nndont 
thee. 

Man. Tho' they both with earnest vows 
Have'prest mv heart, tf e'er in thought I yielded 
To any but dastalio— 

Cham. ButC^sHdiol 

Man. Still will you cross the luie of my diseouxset 
Yes, I confess that he has won my soul 
By generous love, and honourable vows: 
Which he this day appointed to coniplete. 
And make himself by holy marriage mine. 

Cham. Art thou then spotless? but tliou still preserv'd 
Tby virtue ^hite, without a blot, untainted? 
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Mm. When I'm unchaste, way beav^ reject my 
pray'rs I 
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it! 

Cham. Oh then, Moniroia, art thou dearer to me 
Than ail the comforts ever yet blest man. 
But let not marriage bait thee to thy ruin. 
Trust not a man ; we are by nature false. 
Dissembling, subtle, cruel, and unconstant: 
When a man talks of love^ with caution trust him; 
But if he swears, he'll certamly deceive thee*. 
I charge thee let no moreCastalio sooth thee: 
Avoid it as thou would'st preserve the peace 
Of a poor brother, to whose soul thou'rt precious. 

Mam. I will. 

Cham. Appear fs cold, when next you meet, as 
great ones 
When morit begs; then shalt thou see how soon 
His heart will cool, aud all his pains grow easy. [IMi. 

M<m. Yes, I will try him, torture him severely; 
For, Oh Castaliol thou too much hast wronged me. 
In leavbg me to Polydore's ill usage. 
He comes; and now, for once, oh love, stand neuter. 
Whilst a hard part's perform'd ! for I must tempt. 
Wound his soft nature, tho' my heart aches for^ [£nf • 

Enter Cast ALIO. 

Cast. Moniraia, Monimial — She's gone; 
And seem'd to part with anger in her eyes: 
I am a fool; and she has found my weakness; 
She uses me already like a slave 
Fast bound in chains, to be cfaastis'd at will. 
"Twas not well done to trifle with my brother : 
I mi|^ have trusted him with all the secret, 
/Open'd my silly heart, and shewu it bare. 

• ITim m mm ttUio/ Uvt^ fstt. 

Jam, jam imUa.viio jufanti Inaiiui ci«dat, 
>lu|ia yiri speret iermoses ene fidelet: 
' 'Qui, cum aliquid cupiens animus ^ratffBidt apiad, 
W metuuDt junure^ nihil promittere parcunt. 

CMiA 6h 
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But then he lotes her too; bnt not like me. 

I am a doatrng, honest slave, designed 

For bondage, maniage-'bondsy which I have sworn 

To wear: It is the only thing I e'er 

Hid from his knowledge: and hell sure forgive 

The first transgression of a wretched friend, 

Betray'd to love, and all it's little follies. 

Enter Polt dore and Page at the Door. 

Pol* Here place yourself, and watch n»y brother 
thoroughly: 
If he should chance to meet Monimia^ make 
Just observation of each word and action ; 
Pass not one circumstance without remark: 
5ir, 'tis your office; do't, and bring me word. [Ex, Pol. 

jEin/erMoNiMiA. 

Cast* Mouimia, my angel I 'twas not kind 
To leave me like a turtle here alone. 
To droop and mourn the absence of my male. 
When thou art from me, ev'ry place is desart. 
And I, niethinks, am savage and forlorn: 
Thy presence only 'tis can make me blest. 
Heal my unquiet mind, and tune my soul. 

Man. Oh the bewitching tongues of faithless men! 
Tis thus the false hysena makes her moan. 
To draw the pitying travller to her den : 
Your sex are so ; sucb false dissemblers all; 
With sighs and plaints /entice poor women's hearts. 
And all that pity you, are made your prey. 

Cast. What means my love 1 Ob, how have I deaerv'd 
This language from the sov*reign of my joys 1 
Stop, stop &os6 tears, Monimia, for tney fait 
like baneful dew fnmi a distempei^d sky; 
I feel them chiU me to the tery heart. 

MoH. Oh, you zte AlMf, Cau^lio^ most fbrswoni. 
Attempt ilo mtfaer to ddiide my fiuth ; 
My hmt is fixf» and you shall shake 't no more. 
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€(uii. Who told you sol what hell-bred TiHun durst 
^rofiine the sacred basTness of my love 1 

Mm, Your brother, knowing on what terms I'm 
here, 
Th' unhappy object of your father's charity. 
Licentiously discoursed to me of love. 
And durst affront me with bis brutal passion. 

Cast, Tis I have have been to blame, and only I; * 
jPalse to my brother, and uiynst to thee. 
For, oh ! be loves thee too, and this day own'd it ; 
Tto'd me with mine, and claim'd a right above nte. 
Man. And was your love so very tanie^ to shrink, 
.Or rather than lose him, abandon me ? 

Cast, I, knowing him precipitafte and rash. 
To calm his heat, and lo conceal iny happiness, 
'Seem'd to comply with his unruly will ; ^ 

Talk'd as he talk'd, and granted all lie ask'd; 
Lest he in rage might have our loves betray'd. 
And I for ever had Monimia lost. 

Man, Could youthen? did you? can you own it too t 
Twas poorly done, unworthy df yourself. 
And I can never think you meant me^r. 

Cast, U thb Monimia? surely no; till now 
I ever thought her dove-like, soft, and khid. 
Who trusts his heart with woman's surely lost: 
You were made fair on purpose to undo us, 
Whilst greedily we snatch th' alluring bait. 
And ne'er dbtrust the poison that H bides. 

M&n, When love ill-placed would find a means to 
break — 

Cast, It never wants pretences or excuse. 

Man, Man therefore was a lord-like creature made, 
Sough as the winds, and as inconstant too :- 
A lofty aspect giv'n him for conitfuaid. 
Easily softened, when he would betray. 
Like conquering tyrantft^ you our breasts invade. 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for a while; 
But soon you find new conquests out, and leave 
The ravaged province ruinate and waste. 
fS 9o, Castalio, yoa liave strv'd my heart. 
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I find that desolation's settled there. 
And I shall ne'er recover peace again. 

Cast, Who can hear thu, and bear an eqoal mindt 
Since you will drive me from you, I must go; 
But, oh Monimia, when thou'st hanish'd me. 
No creepmg slave, tho' tractable and dull. 
As artful woman for her ends would choose. 
Shall ever doat as I have done : for oh I 
Na tongue my pleasure nor my pain can tell; 
Tb heav'n to have thee, and without thee hell.. 

Man. Castalio! stay! we must not part. I find 
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace. 
These little quarrels love must needs forgive; 
They rouse up drowsy thoughts, and wake the sooL 
Oh ! charm me with the music of thy tongue; 
I'm ne'er so blest as when I hear thy vows. 
And listen to the language of thy heart 

Cast. MTheream 11 surely paradise is round mel 
Sweets planted by the hand of faeav'n grow here. 
And ev'ry sense is full of thy perfection. 
To bear thee speak might calm a madman's fremsy. 
Till by attention he forgot his sorrows; 
But to behold thy eyes, thv amazing beauties 
Might make him rage again with love, as I do* 
To touch thee's heav'n; but to eiyoy thee, oh I 
Tliou nature's whole perfection in one piece ! 
Sure frammg thee heav'n took unusual care. 
As it's own beauty it design'd thee Mr ; 
And form'd thee by the l^t-lov'd angd there. 

[Egemi. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Enter PoLTDOBB and fag^ 

Pd. Were they so kindl express itto me all 
In words, 'twill inake me think I saw it too. 



} 
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Pd^e. At fint I thought they had been mortal foes; 
MoDimia nig*df Castalio grew disturbed; 
f^ch thought the other wrongVl, yet both so hat^hty. 
They scoru'd submission, tho' love all the while 
The rebel |day'd» and scarce could be contained. 

PoL But what sucoeeded? 

Pfl^f. Oh, 'twas wondrous pretty ! 
For of a sudden all the storm was past, 
A gentle calm of love succeeded it ; 
Monimia sigfa'd and blHsh'd> Castalio swore; 
As you, my lord, I well remember/ did 
To my young sister in the orange grove, 
When I was first preferr'd to be your page. 

Pol. Happy Castalio ! now bv my great soul. 
My ambitious soul, that langubbes to glory, 
I'll have her yet; by my best hopes I will. 
She shall be mine, in spite of all her arts. 
But for Castalio why was I refus'd 1 
Has he supplanted me by some foul play 1 
Thiduc'd my honour? death! he durst not do't. 
It must be so : we parted, and he met her, 
HM to compliance brought by me ; surpriz'd 
Her sinking virtue, till she yielded quite. 
So poachers basely pick up tired game. 
Whilst the fair hunter's cheated of his prey. 
Boy! 

Page. My lord ! 

Po7. Go to your chamber, and prepare your lute ; 
Find out some song to please me, that describes 
Women's hypocrisies, their subtle wiles. 
Betraying smiles, feign'd tears, inconstancies ; 
Their painted outsides, and corrupted minds ; 
The sum of all their follies, and their fabhoods. 

[Exit Page. 

Eater Servant. 

Serv. Oh the unhappiest tidings tongue e'er told ! 

PoL The matter 1 

JServ, Oh ! your father^ my good master, 
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As with his guests he sat in mirth rais'd high,- 
And chas'd the goblet round the joyful bosffd^ 
A siuldeii trembling seiz'd on all his limbs ; 
His eyes distorted grew ; his visage pale I 
Hb speech forsook him ; life itself seem'd fled ; 
And all his friends are waiting now about him. 

Enter Acx3TO,ieamng on two, 

Acast. Support me« give roe air; I'll yet recovto : 
Twas but a slip decaying nature made/ 
For she grows weary near her journey's end. 
Where are my sona? Come near, my Polydove; 
Your brother I where*s Castalio ? 

Serv, My lord, 
I've search'dy as you commanded, all the house : 
He and Moniroia are not to be found. 

Acaat. Not to be found! then where are ail my 
friends ? 
Tb well ;-?- 

I hope they'll palKloU an unhaj^y fault 
My unmannerly infirmity has made. 
Death could not come in a more welcome hour^ 
For Fm prepared to meet him ; and« methinksy 
Would live and die with all my friends about me^ 

Enter Castalio. 

Coat. Angeb preserve my dearest father^s life; 
Bless it with long, uninterrupted days I 
Oh ! may he live till time itself decay ; 
Till good men wish him dead, or 1 offend him ! 

Acast, Thank you, Castalio; give me both your hands. 
And bear me up ; Fd walk : so, now, nietliinks, 
I appear as great as Hercules himself. 
Supported by the pillars he had rab'd. 

Coat* My lord, your chaplain. 

Enter Chaplain. 
Acast* l^t the good man enter. 
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Chi^. Hetnr'n guard your lord«faip» and restore your 
health! 

Aeast, I have provided for thee i€ I die. 
No fiiwumg ! 'dft a scandal to thy oiioe. 
My sons, as thus, umted, ever live ; 
And for tli' estate, you'll find, when I am dead^ 
I have divided it betwixt you both. 
Equally parted, as you shar'd my love ; 
Only to sweet M onimia Tve bequeathed 
Ten thousand crowns ; a little portion for her. 
To wed her honourably as she's bom. 
Be not less fiiends because you're brothers; shun 
The man that's singular, his mind's unsound, 
Hb spleen o'erweighs his brains ; but, above all. 
Avoid the politic, the factious fool. 
The busy, buszing, talking, harden'd knave. 
The quaint smooth rogue, that sins against his leason ; 
Calls saucy loud suspicion, public zeal. 
And mutuiy, the dictates of his spirit : 
Be very careful how ye make new friends. 
Men read not morals now ; it was a custom : 
But all are to their fathers' vices born ; 
And in their mothers^ ignorance are bred. 
Let marriage be the last mad thing ye do. 
For aU the sins and follies of the past. 
If you have children, never give them knowledge ; 
Twill spoil their fortune ; fools are all the fashion. 
If you've religion, keep it to yourselves; 
Atheists will else make use or toleration. 
And laugh you out on't : never shew religion. 
Except ye mean to pass for knaves of couscience. 
And cheat believing fools that think ye honest. 

Enter Sbrina. 

Ser. My father! 

Acast. My heart's darling? 

Ser. l«t my knees . 
Fix to the earth. Ne'er let my eyes have rest, 
But wake and weep, till heayen restore my father ! 
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Aedii. Riie to my amuy and thy kind pra/is^are 
answei'd* 
For thou'rt a wcmdroos extract of all eoodness^ 
Born for my joy, and no pain's felt when near thee. 
Chamont! 

Enter Chamont. 

Chtm. My lord, may't prove not an unlucky omenl 
Many I see are waiting round about you^ 
And I am come to ask a blessing too. 

AauL Ma/st thou be happy I 

Cham. Where ? 

Acast, In all thy wishes. 

Cham. Confirm me so» and make this fiur one mine» 
I am unpractis'd in the trade of courtship, 
Apd know not how to deal love out with art: 
Onsets in love seem best like those in war» 
Fierce, resolute, and done with all the force; 
So I would open my whole heart at once. 
And pour out the abundance of my soul. 

Acast. What says Serina 1 canst thou love a soidinrT' 
One bom to honour, and to honour bred? 
One that has learnt to treat ev'n foes with kindness; 
To wrong no good man's fame, nor praise himself! 

Ser. Oh, name not love, for that's allied to joy ; 
And joy must be a stranger to my heart. 
When you're in danger. May Chamont's good fortune 
Render him lovely to some happier maid I 
Whilst I at friendly distance see him blest. 
Praise the kmd gods, and wonder at his virtues. 

Acast. Chamont, pursue her, conquer and posse» her ; 
And, as my son, a third of all my fortune 
Shall be thy lot. 

But keep thy eyes from wand'ring, man of fiailty. 
Beware the dang'rous beauty of the wanton ; 
Sfauu their enticements; rum, like a vulture. 
Waits on their conquests: lalshood too't their bus'ness^ 
They put false beauty off to all the woild ; 
Use false endearments to the fools that loveV 



And when they marry, to their sflly husbands 
I'hey bring mw virtae, broken fame and fortune. 

Mam. Hear ye that, my lord 1 

PoL Yes, my fair monitor^ old men always talk thus. 

Acask Chamont, you told me of some doubts that 
prest you. 
Are you yet satisfied that I'm yonr frilsnd? 

€Aa». My lord, I woald not lose that satisfaction 
For any blessing I could wish for. 
As to my fears, already I have lost them ; 
They ne er shall vex me more, nor trouble yoU: 

Acasi. 1 thank you. Daughter,- you must da so too.- 
My Iriendsy 'tis late ; 
For my disorder seems all jpMt and over. 
And 1 methinks begin to feel new health. 

Coit, Would you but rest, it might restore you quite. 

Aeoit. YeB, Fll to bed ; old men must humourweak- 



Let me have music then, to lull and chase 

This melancholy thought of death away. 

GkK>d-night! my friends; heav'n guard ye all! Oodd- 

nightf 
To-morrow early we'll salute the day. 
Find out new pleasures, and redeem lost time. 

[Ex. dtt but Cfaamont and ChaplatUr 

Cham. Hist, hist, sir Gravity, a word with yon. 

Chap. With me, sir 1 

Chm. If you're at leisure, sir, we'll waste an houf ^ 
Tis yet too soon to sleep, and 'twill be charity 
To lend your conversation to a stranger. 

Chap, Sir, you're a soldier 1 

Cham. Yes.' 

Chap. I love a soFdier;^ 
And had been one myself, but my parents would male, 
me what you see me : yet I'm honest, for all I wear, 
black. 

' Cham. And tliat's a wonder. 
Have you had long dependance on thb femily ? 

Chap. I have not thought it so, because my6ait'% 

VOL. lU It 
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Spent pleafH^Uy. My lord's pot Jiaughtj |m^ jmmioii^ 
Nor gravely whiinsical; be has good natqr^ 
Aiid J have maimers : 

His poas too are civil to me, because I dp not pnetqid 
to be wiser Uiao they are; I meddle with do |dui'» 
business but my owu : I rise in a moming early, stady 
moderately, eat and drink cheerfully, live soberly, takf 
my innocent pleasures freely; som^t.^jvitbreigiecty and 
am not the jest of the family. 

Cham. Vm glad you are so happy. — 
A pleasant fello.w this, and m|iy be useful. lAidc. 

Knew you my father, the old Chamontl 

Chap. I did, and was most sorry wb^ we lost him* 

Cham. Why 1 didst thou love him 1 

Chi^. Every body loved him; besidei^ he v^smj 
niaster^s friend. 

Cham. I ^ould embrace thee for that veiy^nqtipp* 
If thou didst love my fiEither, I could think 
Thou would'st not be an enemy to me* 

Chap. I can be no man's foe. 

Cham. Then pr'ythee tell me, 
Think'st thou the lord Castalio loves my «ster? 
Nay, never start. Come, come, I know thy office 
Opens thee all the secrets of t)ie femily. 
Then if thou'rt honest, use thjs freedom kindly. 

Chap, Love your sister I 

Chmn. Ay, love her. 

Chap. Sir, 1 never ask'd him ; 
And wonder you should a^k i^t me. 

Cham. Nay, but tfaou'rt an hypocrite; is there not 
one 
Of all thy tribe that's honest in your schoob 1 
The pride of your superiors makes ye slaves ; 
Ye all live loathsome, sneaking, servile liv^ ; 
Not free enough to practise gen'rqus truth, 
Tho' ye pretend to teach it to the worid. 

Chap. I would deserve a better thought from jqil 

Chmn. If thou would'st have me not contiaim liqf 
office 



And cbaracter^ think all ^j brethren knaves ; 
Thy trade a cheat, and thon if 9 worst professor. 
Inform me ; for 1 tell thee, priest. I'll know. 

Chap. Either he loves hery or he much h^s wrong*dF 
her. 

Cham. ¥km, wrong'd het? have a care; for thi^ 
may lay 
A scene of misehief to undo us alf. 
But tell me, wronged her, said'st thout 

Chap. Ay, sir, wronged her. 

Chtrn. This is a secret worth a monarch's' fortune : 
What shall 1 give thee for't ! thou- dear physician 
Of sickly souls, unfold this riddle to me. 
And comfort mine — ■ — 

Ch^. I would hide nothing from you willingly. 

CAiMi. Kay, then again thou'rt honest. Would^st 
thou tell me ? 

Chap. Yes, if 1 durst. 

Cham. Why, What affrights tfaee 1 

Chap. You do. 
Who are not to be trusted with the secret. 

Cham. Why, I am no fool. 

Chap. So, indeed, you say. 

Cham. Pr'ythee, be serious then. 

Chap. You see I am so: 
And hardly shall be mad enough to-night. 
To trust you with my ruin. 

Cham. Art thou then 
So far concerned in'tl What has been thy office T 
Curse on that formal steady villain's face ! 
Just so do all bawd& look ; nay, bawds, they sa^. 
Can pray upon occasion, talk of heaV*ii, 
Turn up their gogting eye-balk, rail at vice. 
Dissemble, lie, and preach like any priest. 
Art thou a bawd? 

Chap, Sir, Fm not often ns'd thus. 
€A<imi Be just then. 
. Chap. So I shaH be to the trust 
Tiiafs laid upon me. 
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Cham. By the revVenc'd soul 
Of that great honest man that gave me being, 
Teil me but what thou know'st concerns my honour. 
And if I e'er reveal it to thy wrong, 
. May this good sword ne^er do me right in battle ! 
May I ne'er know that blessed peace of mind. 
That dwelb in good and pious men, like thee ! 

Chap. I see your temper's mov'd, and I will trust you* 

Chim. Wilt thoul 

Chap. I will ; but if it ever 'scape you— 

Chmn. It never shall. 

Chap. Swear then. 

Chmn. I do, by all 
That's dear to me, by th' honour of my name. 
And by that powV I serve, it never shall. 

Chi^f. Then thb good day, when all the house was 
busy. 
When mirth and kind rejoicing filPd each room. 
As I was walking in the grove I met them. 

Cham. What, met them in the grove together? tell 
me. 
How] walking, standing, sitting, lyingl hah! 

Chap. I, by their own appointment, met them there; 
Receiv'd their marriage-vows, and join'd their hands. 

Cham. How! married? 

Chap. Yes, sir. 

Chm. Then my soul's at peace : 
But why would you delay so long to give it? 

CAop. Not knowing what reception it may find 
With old Acasto ; may be I was too cautious 
To trust the secret from me. 

Cham. What's the cause 
I cannot guess, tho' 'tis my sister's honour, 
I do not like this marriage. 
Huddled i'th' dark, and done at too much venture : 
The bus'ness looks with an unlucky face. 
Keep still the secret; fur it ne'er shall 'scape me. 
Not eVn to them, the new-match'd pair. Farewell. 
Believe Miy truth, and know ipc for &y friend. [£«rfifi(< 
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Enter Castalio and MoNiMlA* 

Ca$L Young Chamonty and the Chaplain ! sure ^k 
they! 
No matter what's contriVd, or who consulted, 
Smce my Monimia's mine ; tho' this sad look 
Seems no good-bodiog omen to her bliss; 
Else pr'ythee, tell me why that look cast down? 
Why that sad sigh, as if thy heart were breakuig 1 

Man. Castalioy I am thiokin| what we've done. 
The heav'nly paw'rs were sure displeas'd to-day; 
For at the ceremony as we stood« 
And as your hand was kindly join'd with mine. 
As the good priest pronounc'd the sacred words^ 
Passion grew big, and I could not forbear; 
Tears drown*d my eyes, and trembling seic'd my joul* 
What should that mean? 

Cast, Oh« thou art tender all; 
Gentle and kind as sympathising nature! 
When a sad story has been told, I've seen 
' Thy little breasts with soft compassion sweird. 
Shove up and down, ai^d heave like dying birds: 
But now let fear be banish'd, think no more 
Of danger, for tliere's safety in my arms; 
Let them receive thee: heav'n, grow jealous now! 
Sure she's too good for any mortal creature ; 
I could grow wild, and praise thee ev'n to madness. 
But wherefore do I dally with my bliss? 
The nighfs far spent, and day draws on apace; 
To bed, my love, and wake till I come thither. 

PoL So hot, my brother ) [Polydore at the door, 

Man, Twill be impossible : 
You know your father's chamber's next to mine. 
And the least noise wUl certainly alarm him. 

Cast. Impossible? impossible? alas! 
Is't possible to live one hour without thee ? 
Let me behold those eyes, they'll tell me truths 
Hast thou no longing? Art thou still the sam^ 
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Cold, icy virgin ? No ; thou'rt alter'd quite. 
Haste, haste to bed, and let loose all thy wi^es. 

Mon. Tis but one night, my lord; I pray be rul'd, 

Casi. fry if thou'st powV to stop a flowing tide. 
Or in a tempest make the seas be calm; 
And when that's done. Til' conquer my desires : 
No more, my blessing. What shall be the sign ? 
When shall I come? for to my joys Fll steal. 
As if I ne'er had paid my freedom for themy 

Mon. Just three soft strokes upon the ehamber-di>or l 
And at that signal you shall gain admittance: 
But speak not the least word ; for if you should^ 
rris surely heard, and all will be betray'd. 

CasL Oh! doubt it not, Monimia; our joys 
Shall be d» silent as th' ecstatic bliss 
Of souls that })y intelligence converse : 
Immortal, pleasures shall our senses drown ; 
'Thought shall be lost, and ev'ry pow'r dissolv'd : 
Away, my love; iirst take this kiss. Now haste. 
J long for that to come, y,et grudge each minute past. 

[£r. Mon, 
My brother wand'ring top so late this way ! 

PoL Castaiio! 

Cast, My Polydore, bow dost thou ? 
How does our father; is he well recovered? 

PoL I left him happily reposM to rest; 
He's still as gay as if his life were young. 
But how does fair Monimia ? 

Cast, Doubtless well. 
A cruel beauty with her conquest pleas'd^ 
Is always joy ral, and her mind in health. 

PoL Is slie the same Monimia still she wasf 
May we not hope she's made of mortal mouldt 

Cast, SheV not woman else : 
Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping j 
We've in a barren desart stray'd too long. 

PoL Yet may relief be unexpected found^ 
And love's sweet manna cover sdl the ^^d^ 
Met ye to-day? 






• 
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€iut. No; she has still avmded me. 
Ker brother too is jealous of her grown* 
And hai be^i hinting something to my father. 
I wish V4 never meddled with the matter; 
And would enjoin thee» Polydore — 

PoL To what I 

CaH. To leave this peevisli beauty td henelC 

PoL What* quit my love? as sooii I'd quit my post 
In fighty and like a coward run away. 
N09 by my star^ Til chase her till she yields 
To me, or meets her rescue in smother. 

Ca$t. Nay» she has beauty that might shake the 
leagues 
Of mighty kings, and s^t the world at odds: 
But I have wondrous reasons on my dde. 
That would persuade thec^ were they known. 

Pol, Then speak 'era. 
What are they? came ye to her window here 
To learn 'em now? Castalio, have a care; 
Use honest dealing with your friend and btother. 
Believe me, I'm not with lAy love so blinded. 
But can discern your purpose to abuse' me. 
Quit your pretences to her. 

Cast. Grant I do ; 
Yon love capitulation, Polydore^ 
And but upon conditions would oblige me^ 

PoL You say, you've reasons ; why ait they conceaFdt 

Cast, To-morrow I may tell you : 
It is a matter of such circumstance. 
As I must well eonsult ere I reveal. 
But, pr'ythee, cease to think I would abus6 thee. 
Till more be known. 

Pol. When you, Castalio, ceaSe 
To meet Monimia unknown to me. 
And then deny it slavishly, I'll cease 
To think Castalio faithless to his frietidl 
Did I not see you part this very moment?' 

CaH, It seems you've watchM me thdi! 

Pol. I seorii th« office: 
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Cast. Pr'jithee avoid a thing thou ma/st repent. 
Pol. That is, henceforward making leagues with you^ 
Cast. Nay, if you're angry, Polydore, good night. [Ex, 
Pol. Good-night, Caslalio^ if you're in such haste* 

Jie little thinks IVe pverheard th' appointment ; 

But to his chamber's gone to wait a-while. 

Then come and take possession of my love. 

This is the utmost point of aU my hopes; 

Or now she must, or never can be mine. 

Oh ! for a paeans now bow to counterplot. 

And disappoint this happy elder brother. 

In ev'ry thing we do or undertake. 

He soars above me, mount what height I can, 

And keeps the start he got of me in birth* 

£lordelio! 

Enter Page» 

Page. My lord ! 

Pol, Come hither, boy. 
Thou ha^t a pretty, forward, lying face. 
And ma/st in time expect preferment ; canst thou 
Pretend to secr.esy, (rajole and flatter 
Thy master's follies, and assist his pleasures 1 

Page. My lord, I could do any thing for you, 
And ever be a very faithful boy. 
Command, whate'er's your pleasure FJl observe. 
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey 
A letter to a beauteous lady's bosom : 
At least I am not dull, and soon should learn. 

Pol, Tis pity then thou should'st not be employ'd. 
Go to my brother, he's in's chamber now 
Undressing, and preparing for his rest; 
Find out some means to keep him up a-wbile : 
Tell him a pretty story that may please 
His ear: invent a ta^e, no matter what; 
If he should ask of me, tell him Fm gone 
To bed, and sent you there to know his pleasure, 
Whether he'll hunt to-morrow. Well said, Polydore; 
Pissemble with th^ brother: that's one poio^ 
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8iit do not leave him till he's in his bed ; 
Or if he chance to walk again this way. 
Follow and do not qait him, but seem fond 
To do him little offices of service. 
Perhaps at last it may oflfend him ; then 
Retire,. and wait till I come in. Away: 
Succeed in this, and be employed agam. 

Page, Doubt not, my lord : he has been always kind 
To me ; would often set me on his knees. 
Then give me sweet-meats, call me pretty boy. 
And ask me what the maids talk'd of at nights. 

PoL Run quickly then, and prospVous be thy wishes. 

[Exit Page. 
Here Fra alone, and fit for mischief ; now 
To cheat this brother, will't be honest thati 
I beard the sign she order'd him to give. 
Oh for the art of Proteus, but to change 
The happy Polydore to blest Castalio ! 
She's not so well acquainted with him yet. 
But I may fit her arms- as well as he. 
Then when I'm happily possest of more 
Than sense can think, all loosen'd into joy. 
To hear my disappointed brother come. 
And give the unregarded signal ; Oh ! 
What a malicious pleasure will tliat be! 
Jtut three soft strokes against the chamber-door: 
But sptak not the least word; for if you should^ 
*Tis surely heard, and we are both betrayed. 
How I adore a mistress that contrives 
With care to lay the business of her joys! 
One that has wit to charm the very soul. 
And give a double relish to delight ! 
Blest heav'ti, assist me but in this dear hour, 
^nd my kind stars be but propitious now : 
Dispose of me hereafter as you please. 
JVfonimia! Monimial \Gioe9 the sigm^ 

[Maid at the window.] Wlio's there 1 

Pol. Tis I. 

jMaid. My lord Castalio? 



Pd. The nme. 
How does my love, my deair 

Maid. Oh I 
She wonders much at your unkind' dMj; 
You've staid so lDng> that at each little neilfe 
The wind but makes, she asks if you are cbitiirig. 

Poi. Tell her Vm hate, and let the' door be opeifd. 

[MaiddtBeMiM. 
Now boast, Castalio; triumph now, and teH 
Thyself strange stcMries of arproibis^d bliss. 

[7)kf dam" UNMf si 
It opens : hah ! what means my t'renibling flesh 1 
Iambs, do your office and support me wdl ; 
Bear me to her, then .fail me if you cah. lExit, 

EfUm* ChSTAtio tfkitfPagei 

Page, Indeed, my lord, 'twill be a^lovdy momilig; 
Pray let us bunt. 

Cast. Go, you're an idle prattler, 
I'll stay at home to-morrow ; if your kml 
Thinks fit, he may command my boilndi: gp, leave nfiv 
I must to bed. 

Page. I'll wait upon* yobr lordship,. 
If you think fit, and sing you to rqmse. 

Cast.. No, my kind Ixiiy; the night is tdd far Wfeitbd'; 
My senses too are quite disrob'd of tBoi^t; 
And ready all with itie to go to rest. 
Good-night : commend nrto my brother. 

Page. Oh! 
You never heard the last neW song' I klattit; 
It is the finest, prettiest song indef^^ 
Of my lord and- my' lady you knew who,, thvt' wete' 
caught together, you kilow wherfe. My lordi-iadcM,- 
it is. 

• Cast Yon-must be whipt, youngster, ifyou'gtir 
Such songs as those^aM. 
What means this boy's impertinence to-oigbt? 

Page. Why, what must f sidg, pi^^, m) deair lord! 



Cast. Psaims, ebild, psrims* 

Page. Oh dear me! boys that 90 to school letm 
fMaltns ; but pages^ that are better lmd» snig laMpoons. 

Cast, Well, leave me ; Vm weary. 

Page, Oh ! but you promised me, last tiaM I told yoo 
what colour uiy kury Mommia's stockii^were of, aad 
that she garteved tbtni above knee, that you'woidd givenie 
ja little hov9t to go a-hunting upou : so you didl 111 tell 
you no more stories^ except you ketp your wofd wifth 
me. 

Cast. Well go, you trifler, and to-morrow ash me. 

Page. Indetdl. my tord, I caii't abide to leave you. 

Cast. Why, wert thou instructed to attend me I 

^Page. No, iNH indeed^ indeed, my lord, I was not; 
^Ut I Know what I know. 

Cast. What dost thou know } Death 1 what can all 
this mean 1 

Page. Oh ! I know who loves some-body. 

Cast. Whaf s that to me, boy 1 

Page. Nay, I know who loves youtoo. 

Cast. Tliat is a w6nder ; pr*ythee tell it me. 

Page. That— i-'tis — I know who— but witi 
You give me the horse then ? 

Cast. I will, my child. 

Page. It is my lady Monimia, look you ; but doA^t 
you tell her I told^you: she'll give mt no more play- 
things then. I heani her say so as she lay a-bed, man» 

Cast. Talk'd she of me when* in her bed, Cordelio?- 

Page, lesy and I sung her the song you made too^; 
and she did so sigh, and so look with her eyea; and 
her breasts did so lift up and down; I could have foond 
in my heart to have beat 'em, for tlM^ made meaBluuaedr 

Cast. Hark, what's that noise ? 
Take this, begone, aad leave me. 
You knave, you little flattfrei^ get you gomw 

[Exit Pa|^ 
Surely it was a noisew Hist^-Knd5» ihney,. 
for all b hush'd,. as nature were r^'d, 
y^nd the perpetual motion stainding stilly 
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So much she from her work appears to cease^ 

And ev'ry warring element's at peace ; 

All the wild herds are in their coverts couched ; 

The fishes to their banks or ooze repaired. 

And to the murmurs of the waters sleep ; 

The feeling air's at rest, and feels no noise*. 

Except of some soft breaths among the trees. 

Rocking the harmless birds that rest upon them. 

Tis now that, guided by my love, I go 

To take possession of Monimia's arms. 

Sure Polydore's by this time gone to bed. 

At midnight thus the us'rer steals Untrack'd, 

To make a visit to his hoarded gold. 

And feast his eyes upon the shining mammon. iKnocki. 

She hears nie not, sure she already sleeps. 

Her wishes could not brook my long delay. 

And her poor heart has beat itself to rest. 

[Knoclu again. 
Monimia ! my angel — hah — not yet — 
How long's the softest moment of delay 
To a heart impatient of it's pangs, like mine. 
In sight of ease, and panting to the goal ! 

IKnaekt agam^ 
Once more — 

Maid. Who's there. 
That comes thus rudely to disturb our rest ? 

Cast. Tis h 

Maid. Who are you ? what's your name 1 

Cast. Suppose 
The lord Castalio. 

Maid. I know you .not. 
The lord Castalio has no bus'ness here. 

Cast. Hah! have a care; what can thu meant whoe'er 
Thou art, I charge thee to Monimia flv; 
Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my doom. 

Maid. Whoe'er ye are, ye may repent this outrage; 
My lady must not be disturb'd. Good*night 1 

* The senst of this line (uxiless, as I suspect, it is incorrect), it- 
very remote and obscarc 
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Coat. She musty tell her she shall ; go, Fm in haste. 
And bring her tidings from the state of love; 
They're all in consultation met together. 
How to reward ray truth, and crown lier tows. 

Maid. Sure the man's mad I 

Cast. Or this will make me so : 
Obey me, or by all the wrongs I suffer, 
ril scale the window, and come in by force. 
Let the ssld Consequence" be what it will. — 
Thb creature's trimng folly makes me mad. 

Maid, My lady's answer is, you may de|>art; 
She says she knows you : you are Polydore, 
Sent by Castalio, as you were to-day, 
T* afiront and do her violence again. 

Cast. I'H not believe't. 

Maid, You may, sir. 

Cast, Curses blast- thee ! 

Maid, Well, 'tis a fine cool ev'ning ; and I hope 
May cure the raging fever in your blood. 
Good-night. 

Cast. And farewell all thafs just in woman } 
This is contriv'd, a studied trick t' abuse 
My easy nature, and torment my mind ; 
Sure now she has bound me fast, and means to lord it, 
To rein me hard, and ride me at her will ; 
Till by degrees she shape me into fool 
For all her future uses. Death and torment ! 
Tis impudence to think mv soul will bear it. 
Oh, I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my hair I 
Tis well, Monimia, that thy empire's short ! 
Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come. 
And try if all thy arts appease my wrong ; 
Till when, be this detested place my bed ; [Lies dewn. 
Where I will ruminate on woman's ills. 
Laugh at myself, and curse th' inconstant sex. 
Faithless Monimia ! Oh Monimia ! 

EiUer Ernesto. 

JShi^ Sither 
My sense has been deluded, or this way 
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I heard the .sound of sorrow ; 'tis late mffht. 

And none, whose mind's at peace, would waader iMi#^ 

Coat. Who's there? 

Ern. A friencL . . 

Cast, If thou art so, retire. 
And leave this place ; for I would be akme. 

Em. Castalio ! My ioid, wfay in this posture, 
Stretch'd on the ground 1 Your honest, true^ old sarvanty 
Your poor Ernesto, cannot see you thus ; 
Rise, I beseech you. 

Ca8t. If thou art Ernesto, 
As by thy honesty thou seem'st to be. 
Once leave me to my folly. 

Em, I can't leave you. 
And not the reason know of your disorders^ 
Remember how, when young, I hi my am» 
Have often borne you, pleas'd you in your pkasui»% 
And sought an early share in your affection. 
Do not discard nie now, but let me serve yon* 

Cast, Thou canst not serve me. 

Em. Why? 

Ca9t, Because my thoughts 
Are full of woman ; thou, poor wretch, art paif thtm# 

Em, I hate the sex. 

Cast. Then I'm thy friend, Ernesto. [iUfit^ 

I'd leave the world lor him that hates a wonum* 
Woman, the fountain of all human frailty! 
What mighty ills have not been done by woman I 
Who was't betray'd the capitol ? A woman. 
Who lost Mark Antony the world ? A woman. 
Who was the cause of a long ten years^ war. 
And laid at last old Troy in ashes ? Woman. 
Destructive, damnable, deceitful woman ! 
Woman to man first as a blessing giv'n. 
When innocence and love were in their pfime, 
Happy a-while in Paradise they lay, 
But quickly woman long'd to go astray; 
Some foolish new adventure needs must prove. 
And the first dev'l she saw, she cfanng^d her love ; 
To his temptations lewdly she incliu'd 
Her soul, and for an apple damn'd mankind. [Exnmir 



ACT IV. 

w4ca«f. Biest be jtbe luprqinj; that h99 brought rat 
health ; 
A happy r«st has.saften'd pain away. 
And 111 forget it^ tho' my mind's not well : 
A heavy melancholy clogs my heart ; 
I droop afid sigh, I know not why. Dark ^rpams. 
Sick fancy's children, have been over-basy. 
And all the night play'd farces in my braJQs: 
Metheught I heard the midnight raven cry ; 
Wak'd with th'imaj^'d noi$^, my curtains seem'd 
To start, ^d at my feet my sons appeared, 
Lfike ghosts, al^ pale and stiff: | strove to speak 
Bat could not : suddenly the fornix were lost. 
And seem'd to y^ni^h ip a bloody icloud. 
Twas odd, and for the present shook my thoughts ; 
But was th' effect of my distemper'd blood ; 
And when the health's distorb'd, the mipd'f upruly. 

Enter PoLYpOBB. 

Good-morning, Polydore. 

Pol. Heav'n keep your lordship. 

Acast. Have you yet seen Castalio to-day ? 

PoL lyiy lord, 'tis early day; he's hardly risen. 

Acast, Go, call him up, and meet me in the chapel. 

[Ex. PoL 
I cannot think all has gone well to-night ; 
For as I waking lay, (and sure my sense 
Was thchi my own) methought I heard my son 
Castalio's voice ; but it seem'd low and mournful ; 
Under my window too I thought I heard it: 
My untoward fancy could not be deceiv'd 
In ev'ry thing ; and I will search the truth out» 
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Enter Mommia, and her Maid. 

Already up, Monimia ! you rose 

Thus early surely to out-shine the day ! 

Or was there any thing that crost your rest? 

They were uaughty thoughts that would not let you sleeps 

Mon. Whatever are my thoughts^ my lord^ I've learnt 
By your example to correct their ills. 
And mom and ev'ning give up the account. 

Acast. Your pardon, sweet one, I upbraid you not; 
Or if I would, you are so good, I could not. 
Tho' Fm deceived,, or you're more fair to-day ; 
For beauty's heighten'd in your cheeks, and all 
Your charms seem up, and ready in your eyes. 

Man. The little share I have's so very mean. 
That it may easily admit addition ; 
Tho' you, my lord, should most of all beware 
To give it too much praise, and make me proud. 

Acast. Proud of an old man's praises f No, Monimia I 
But if my pra/rs can do you any good» 
Thou shait not want the largest share of them. 
Heard you no noise to-night 1 

Men. Noise! my good lord ! 

Acast, Ay ! about midnight ? 

Men. Indeed, my lord, I don't remember any. 

Acast. You must sure! went you early to your rest?' 

Mon. About the wonted hour. Why this enqiuiy I 

[Amif. 

Acast. And went your maid to bed too? 

Mon. My lord, I gaess so : 
I've seldom known her disobey my orders. 

Acast. Sure goblins then, or fairies, haunt the dwel- 
ling ! 
Ill have enquiry made thro' all the bouse. 
But I'll find out the cause of these disorders. 
Good-day to thee, Monimia— I'll to chapel. [Ex. Acast. 

Mon. I'll but despatch some orders to my woman^ 
And wait upon your lordship there. 
I fear the priest has play'd us false ; if so. 
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Hy foor Castalio loses all for me: 
I wonder, tbo\ he made sucb haste to leave me ; 
Was't not unkind, Florella ? surely 'twas ! 
He scarce afforded one kind parting word, 
But went away so cold ; the kiss he gave tne, 
Seem!d the forc'd compliment of sated love. 
Would I bad never married I 

Maid. Why? 

Mon, Metbinks 
The scene's qliite alter'd ; I am not flie sdme ; 
I've bound up for myself a weight of cares. 
And how the burden will be borne, none knows* 
A husband may be jealous, rigid, fiilse : 
And should Castaiio e'er prove so to me. 
So tender is my heart, su nice my lovey 
Twould ruin and distract my rest for ever. 

Maid. Madam, he's coming. 

Man. Where, Florella) where? 
Is he returning ? To ray chamber lead ; 
I'll meet him there : the mvst'ries of our lov« . 
Should be kept private as religious rites, 
From the unhaliow'd view of common eyes. 

[£r. Mon. and Maid*. 

* 

Enter Cast alio. 

Cast. Wisli'd moniing's come! And now upon the 
plains 
And distant mountains, where they feed tlieir flocks. 
The liappy shepherds leave their homely huts. 
And with their pipes proclaim the new-born day. 
The lusty swain comes with his well-fiU'd scrips 
Of healthful viands ; which, when hunger calls. 
With much content and appetite, he eats. 
To follow in the fields liis daily toil,. 
And dress the grateful glebe, that yields him fruits. 
The beasts, that undtr the warm hedges slept. 
And weather'd out tbe cold bWak night, are up, ^ 

And lookuig tow'rds the neighb'ring pastuces,. raise^^ ^ 

VOL. II. * s 
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The voioe, aad bid tlidr fellow-brutes good^momiir ; 
The cheerAil bbds too, on the tops of trees. 
Assemble all in qoires» and with their notes. 
Salute and weloome up the rising sun« 
There's no conditicm sure so curs'd as mine; 
Fm married ! 'SdeathI Vm sped. How like % dog 
Looked Hercules, thus to .a distaff chained 1 
Monimia ! Oh Monimia ! 

Enter MONIMIA and Maid. 

Mim, I come, 
I iy to my ador'd CastaUo's arms, 
Mv wished lord. May ev'ry mom begin 
Like this ; and with our da^s our loves renew. 

Now I may hope you're satisfied 

[Looking langmishimgfy cm kim. 

Coit. I am 
Well satisfied, that thou art Oh 

Man. What? speak: 
Art thou not well, Castalio 1 Come lean 
Upon my breast, and tell me Where's thy pain. 

Cast. Tis here ; 'tis in my head ; 'tis in my heart; 
Tis ev'ry where ; it rages like a madness ; 
And I most wonder how my reason holds ! 
Nay, wonder not, Monimia : the slave 
You thought you had secur'd within my breast. 
Is grown a rebel, and has broke his chain. 
And now he walks there like a lord at large. 

Man. Am J not then your wife, your lov'd Monimia 1 
I once was so, or I've most strangely dreamt. 
What ails my love? 

Cast. Whate'er thy dreams have been. 
Thy waking tfaouehts ne'er meant Castalio well. 
No more, Monimia, of your sex's arts, 
They're useless all: I'm not that pliant tool. 
That necessary utensil you'd make me : 
I know my charter better — I am man. 
Obstinate man ; and will not be enslaVd. 

Man. You diall not fear't: indeed my naturcfti easy; 
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f 11 ever live yoar most obedient wife^ 
Nor ever any privilege pretend 
Beyond your will ; for that shall be my law : 
Indeed I will not. 

Coat. Nay, you shall no^ madam ; 
By yon bright heaven, you shall not; all the day 
I'll play the tyrant, and at night foiteke thee ; 
Till by afflictions, and continued cares, 
Tve worn thee to a homely houshold drudge : 
Nay, if I've any too, thou sbalt be made 
Subservient to ail my looser pleasures ; 
For thou hast wrong'd Castalio. 

Man, No more: 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my offence, 
ril never quit you else; but on these knees. 
Thus follow you ail day, till they're worn bare. 
And hang upon you like a drowning creature. 
Castalio 

Coat. Away; last Night, last night! 

Man. It was our wedding-night. 

Cast, No more ! forget it. 

Mon. Why 1 do you then repent 1 

Cast, I do. 

Man, Oh heaven! 
And will you leave me thusi Help, help, Florelia. 

[He drags her to the door, and breaks from her* 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel man. 

Oh my heart breaks-^— Fm dying: Oh 'Stand off; 

I'll not indulge this woman's weakness ; still 
Chafd and fomented, let my heart swell on. 
Till with if s injuries it burst, and shake. 
With the dire blow, this prison to the earth. 

Maid. What sad mistake has been the cause of this? 

Man, Castalio ! Oh, how often has he swore. 
Nature should cliange, tlie sun and stars grow dark. 
Ere he would falsify his vows to me I 
Make haste, confusion, then : -sun, lose thy lightr . 
And stars drop dead with sorrow to the earthy 
For my Castalio's false. 
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Maii. Unhappy day! 

Mon. False as the wind, the water, or the weather; 
Cruel as tigers o'er their trembling prey : 
I feel him iq my breast, he tears my heart. 
And at each sigh he drinks the guslihig blood : 
Must I be loiig in pain ? 

Enter Chamont. 

Cham, In tears, Monimia'! 
Men. Whoe'er thou art. 
Leave me alone to my belov'd despair. 

Cham. Lift up thy eyes, and see who comes to cheer 
thee. 
Tell me the story of thy wrongs, and then 
See if my soul has rest till thou bast justice. 

Man. My brother! 

Cham. Yes, Monimia, if thou thinkest 
That I deserve the name, I am thy brother. 

Mim, Oh Castalio ! 

Cham. Hah ! 
Name me that name again ! My souVs on fire. 
Till I know all : there's meaning in that name. 
I know he is thy husband ; therefore trust me 
With all the following truth-^ 

Man. Indeed, Chamont, 
There's nothing in it but the fault of nature: 
I'm often thus seiz'd suddenly with grief, 
I know not why. 

Cham. You use me ill, Monimia; 
And I might think, with justice, most severely 
Of this un&itfaful dealing with your brother. 

Man. Truly I'm not to blame : suppose I'm fond, 
And grieve for what as much may please another 1 
Should I upbraid the dearest friend on earth 
For the first fault? you would not do so : Would yoal 

Cham. Not if Fd cause to think it was a fnend. 

Man. Why do you then call this unfaithfid dealing? 
I ne'er conceal'd my soul from you before : 
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fiear with me now, and search my wounds no Ihrther; 
For eVry probing pains roe to Ihe heait. 

Cham, Tis sign there's danger in't most be prev«ited. 
Where's your new husband ? still that thought disturbs you. 
What ! only answer me with tears? Castalio ! 
Nay, now'tiiey'atream;-^ 
Qruel, unkind Castaliol is't-notsol 

Man. 1 caimot speak, grief flows so fast upon me ; 
It chokesy and will not let me tell the cause. 
Oh! 

Cham, My Monimia, to my soul thou'rt dear» 
As honour to my name : dear as the light 
To eyes but just restor'd, and heal'd of bKndaeH. 
Why wilt thou not repose within my breast 
The anguish that torments thee 1 

Man, Oh! I dare not. 

Cham. 1 have no friend but thee: we must oonfida 
In one another : two unhappy orphaos, 
Alas, we are; and when I see thee grieve, 
Metbinks it is a part of me that su&rs. 

Man, Oh, should'st thou know the cause of my la* 
menting, 
I'm satisfied, Chamont, that thou would'st scorn me; 
Thou would'st despise tlie abject, lost Monimia; 
No more would'st praise this hated beauty ; but 
When in some cell, detracted, as I shall be. 
Thou seest me Ue^ these unregarded locks. 
Matted like furies' tresses ; my poor limbs 
Chain'd to the ground ; and, 'stead of the delights 
Which happy lovers taste, iny keeper's stripes, . 
A bed of straw, and a coarse wooaen dish 
Of wretched sustenance ; when thus thou seest me, 
Pr'^thee have charity and pity for me: 
Let me eiyoy this thought. 

Cham, Why wilt thou rack 
My soul so long, Monimial Ease me quickly ; 
Or thou wilt run me into madness first, 

Man. Cottkb you be secret! 



.a6f THB OtLWVLMf. 

Cham. Secret as tlie grave. 

Man, But when Vre told you, will you keep your fji^xf 
Within it's boumb) will you not do soine rash 
And boifid mischief} for, ladeed, ChaiuoDt^ 
Yoi^' would not think how hardly I've been tis'd 
From a near friend; from one that ha4 my soul 
A slaye, and therefore treats it like a tyrant. 

Chmn* I will be e^ns; but bas Ca^taUo wrongfd tbeie ? 
Has he already wasted all hialovel 
What bas he done? quickly ; for Fm all trembling 
With expectation of a horrid tate« 

M(m. Oh! cui^d you think it ? 

Cham. Wbat? 

Maup I fear he'll kill me. 

Cham. Hah! 

Man. Indeed I do; he's strangely eruel to me* 
Wbich> if it lasts^ Fm sure must break my heart. 

Cham. What has be done? 

Man. Most barbarously us'd me : 
Nothing so kind as h^, when in my arms, 
in thousand kisse% tender sighs and joys» 
Not to be thought again, the night was wasted; 
At dawn of day, he rose, and left bis conquest^ 
But when we met, and I with open arms 
Ran to emj>race the lord of all my wishes. 
Oh then!— 

Cham. Go on ! 

Man. He threw me from his breast. 
Like a detested sin. 
' Cham, (low I 

Man. As I hung too 
ypon bis knees, and begged to know the cause, 
^e dragg'd me like a sbiye upon the earth. 
And had no pity on my cries. 

Cham. How ! did he 
Dash thee disdainfully away with scorn 1 

Man. He did; and more, I fear will ne'er be Inmds^ 
^pQ* I still love him with unbated passioi^ ^ . 
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€kam. What, throw thee froni ym ) 

Mam, Yes» hideed, he did. 

Cham. So may tbi9 arm 
Throw him to Ih' earth, like a dead iog d^is^d; 
Lameness and leprosy, blindness and loanaey. 
Poverty, shame, pride, and the name of villani. 
Light on me, if, Castiilio, I feigive thee. 

Mam. Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is : 
Didst thoif not-promiie me thou wouM'st he ealml 
Keep ray disgraeeconceaf d ; vAiy sbould'st fhon kill him I 
By all my love, this arm Ahotflo do him vengeance* 
Alas! I love him still; and tho' I ne'er 
Clasp btm agaui within these longing arms. 
Yet bless him, bless him (gods) where'er (le goe9! 

Enter Acasto. 

Acast^ Sure some ill fate is tow'rds nte ; in my house' 
I only meet with oddness and dfisorder: 
Each vassal has a wild distracted face ; 
And looks as fuU of business as a blockhead 
In times of danger ; just this very moment 
I met Castalio— 

Cham, Then yoti met a villain*' 

Aeast, Hah ! 

Cham. Yes, a viihin. 

Acast, Have a csnre, yoimg soldier. 
How thou'rt too bnsy with Acasto'sfkme; 
I have a sword, my arm's good old acquaintance* 
Villain to thee — 

Cham. Curse on (fay scandalous age. 
Which hinders me to rush upon thy throat. 
And tear the root up of that cursed bramble! 

Acast. Ungrateful ruffian t sure my good old friend 
Was ne'er thy father; notfamg of him's in tibee : 
What have I done in my unhappy agie. 
To be thus us'd % I seom t^upbn^ tbee^ boy ; 
But I could put thee m t€neMlHftxl6e^ 

Cham. Do. 

AMit. I scorn it-- 
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Cham* No, Illcalmly bear the story; 
For I would h\n know all, .to see which scale 
Weighs niost — Hah ! is not that good old Acasto I 
What b^Tic I donel-^can you forgive this folly 1 

Acast, Why dost thou ask it? 

Cham. /Tw|i8 the nide o'er-flowjng 
Of too much passion.; pray» my lord, forgive me. 

Acasjt, Mock n^ not, youth; I cau revenge a wrongl 
' Cham, I know it jweU ; but for this thought of mine. 
Pity a madman's frenzy, and forget it, 

Acaat. I will; fe(ut hepcefoi^b, pr'ytfaee be more kind. 

IRauuhm^ 
Whencecame the cause 1 

Cham. Indeed I've been to blame : 
But ril learn better; for you've been my father: 
Y/>uVe been her father too — [Takes ^<^^ hythehfod, 

Acast. Forbear )the prologue — 
And let me know tjbe substance of diy tale. 

Cham. You look her up a little tender ^oweif ^ 
Jfust sprouted on a bank, which tiie next fr/0|st 
Had nipt ; and, with a careful loving hand. 
Transplanted her hito your own fair garden^ 
Where the sun always shines : there long she flourisb'd, 
Grew sweet to sense, and lovely to t;h^ eye; 
Till at the last, a crjiel spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair rose, and rifled all it's sweetness. 
Then ca^t it, like a loathsome weed, away. 

Acast. You talk to me in parables, Chamont ; 
You may have known that Ini no wordy man : 

* Tou took bfrup a litti^ tender fiowar^ tiT^.— 

CatuUiu employs the same figure in a beautiful pasiage^ 

lit flo8 in septis secretus nascitur hortis, 
Ignotus pecori, nullo convulsus aratro; 
Quern mulcent aurae, finnat sol, educat imber, 
Multi iUum pueri, multac optavere puellx : 
Idem cum tenui farptus denoruit ungui, 
lifulli ilium puerii nulUe opuvere puells : &c. 



fae speeches are the instniinents of knaTes, 
X)r foob, that use 'em when they want good sense ; 
But honesty 
Needs no disguise nor omam^t. Be plain. 

JC^kam* Your son— 
. AcaHi Fve two ;and both» I hope» have honour. 
. fJkam. I hope so too — but — 

Aea0i, Speak. 

Cham. I must uifonn you. 
Once more, Castalio— 

Aaut. Still Castalio ! 

Cham. Yes. 
Your son Castalio has wronged Monimia. 

AeasL jEiah ! wronged her ? 

CAom. Married her. . 

AeaU. I'm sorry for^t. 

Cham. WhysMPiylByyonblestheav'n^there'snotalord 
^ut nught be proud to take her to his heart. 

Aeaai. Ill not deny't 

Cham. Yqu dare uqt ; by the gods. 
You dare not; all your finnily comhin'd 
In one damn'd falshood to out-do Castalio, 
Pare not den/t 

Aeast. How has.Castalio wrongVl her? 

Cham. Ask that of him : I say, my sister's wrovig'd : 
Monimia, my sbter, born as high 
And noble as Castalio— >Do her justice. 
Or, by the gods, Fll lay a scene of blood 
Shall make this dwelling horrible to nature, 
ni do^t ; hark you> my lord, your son Castalio, 
Take him to your closet, and there teach him manners. 

Acaai. You shall have justice. 

Cham* Nay — I will have justice. 
Who'll sleqp in safety that has done me wrong 1 
My lord. 111 not disturb you to* repeat 
The cause of .this : I beg you (to preserve 
your house's honour) dSk it of Castalio. 

Acast. I will. 

TiB^hen fiiewell— [BxH. 
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Aeast Faievrell, proud boy. 
Mooimia ! 
J^an. My lord. 
Acast. You are my daughter. 
Man. 1 am, my lord, if you'll vouchnfe to own me^ 
Aca$L WbcD youil complain to me, I'D pMve a iktkr^ 

Mon. Now I'm undone for ever : who cm earth 
Is there so wretched as MoniaMat 
First by Castalio cruelly forsaken ; - 
I've lost Acasto now : his parting fniwm 
May well instruct me rage is in his heart: 
I shall be next abandoo'd to my fortane. 
Thrust out a naked wand'rer to tbewodd. 
And branded for the mischievous MoniaMi! 
What will become of me 1 My cruel bfefher 
Is framing nusduefe U», for Mght I know; 
That may produce bloodshed, and hortid murder ; 
I would not be the cause of one aumfs death. 
To reign the empress of the earth ; My, siare, 
I'd rather lose for ever my Castriic^, 
My dear unkind CMsdm! 

Emiar Polybo«B. 

Pol, Monimia weeping! 
So morning dews on aew-bkiwa roses Utdgt, 
By the sun's anfroua heat to be eahalTd. 
I come, my love, to kiss att seiraw imtm lhae« 
What mean these sighs ? and why thus Watt Iby heart? 

il/im* Let me alone to sorrow : 'tie a cmue 
None e'er shall know ; but it shaU whh me die; 

Pol. Happy, Monimia^ h^ to whom them sig^s,, 
These tears^ wd all these laBguuhing^ate paidl 
I am no stranger to yoor deaieat mceell; 
I know your heart ana never BMaitf far i 
That jewel's for an cider bmthei's ptiee. 

Mon. My lord ! 

JPvt, Nay, wonder not ; huH h^ I 



VHB OftTHAN. t9T 

fiis odths, your vowb, and to ny tormeiit mw 
Your wild embraces; heard tfaTappointaieQt made: 
I did, Monimia, and I curst the eouDd. 
Wilt thou be sworn, my loife I wilt thou be ne'er 
^nkind again 1 

Mam* Banirii such fruitless hopes : 
llave you sworn coostancy to my undoing I 
Will you bo ne'er my friend again 1 

Pol. What means my love 1 

Mam. Away; what meant mylord 
Last night? 

PoL Is that a qneition now to be demanded t 
I hope Monimia was not much displeas'd. 

Mon, Was it well done to treat me like a prostitute t- 
T assault my lodging at the diead of night. 
And threaten me if I denied adnnttaacel— > 
You said 3*00 were Castaiio— 

Pol. By those eyes 
It was tlie same; I went my time much better; 
I tell thee, ill«fwtui^d fair one, I was potted 
To more advantage ; on a pleasant hill 
Of springing joy, and everlasting sweetness. 

Mon. Hah — ^have a care— » 

Pol. Where is the danger near me 1 

Mon. I fear you're on a rock will wreck your quiet, 
And drown your soul in wretchedness for ever ; 
A thousand horrid thoughts crowd 00 my memoiy. 
Will you he kind, and answer roe one question t 

Pol. Vd trust thee with my life ; on those soft breasts 
Breathe out the choicest secrets of my heart. 
Till I had nothing in it left b«t Iffvt. 

Man. Nay, I'll conjure you, by the godS| and angels^- 
By th' honour of your name, that*a most concern'd^ 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly. 
Where did you rest iMt night 1 

Pol. Within thy arms 
I triumphed : rest had been my fee. 

Mon. Tb dQne.-T- 

^ol. She faints ! No l|dp I Who writs ? kemm 
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Upon my lomityi that coukl not keep 
The secret of my happiness in silence. 
Confusion ! we sbail be suipria'd anon ; 
And coiisequently ail nmsl be betray'd. 
Monimia ! she breathes. — Monimia — 

Mam. Well- 
Let mischief$ multiply ! Let ev'ry hour 
Of my loath'd life yield me. encrease of honor 1 
Oh let the sun to these unhappy eyes 
Ne'er shine again, but be eclips'd for e^er 1 
May ev'ry thing I look on seem a prodigy. 
To fill my soul with terrors, till I quite 
Forget I ever bad humanity, , 

And grow a curser of the works of nature ! 

Pol. What means all this ? 

Man. Oh, Polydore, if all 
The friendship e'er you vow'd to good CastaUo 
Be not a falshood ; if you ever lov'd 
Your brpUier, you've undone yourself and nie» 

Pol. Which wa;^ can ruin reach the man that's rich. 
As I am, in possession of thy sweetness 7 

Mam, Oh I I'm his wife. 

Pol. What says Monimia 1 hah ! 
Speak that again. 
, Mam. I am Castalio's wife. 

Pol. His married, wedded wifel 

Mam. Yesterday's snn 
Saw it perfoim'd. 
. Pal. And then have I enjoy'd 
My brother'ji wife 1 

Mam. As surely as we both 
Mint taste of fnisery» that guilt is thine. 

Pol. Must we be miserable then 1 

Mam. Ohl 

Pal. Oh ! thou may'st yet be biqppy. 

Mam. Couid'fit thou be 
Happy, with such a lyeight upon thy soull 
. Pol. It may be yet a secret : I'll go tiy 
To lecoiKile uid bimg Castalio to thee ; 
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WhiUt from the world I take myself away. 
And waste my life iir penance for jny sin. 

M(m. Then thou would'st more Undo me ; heap a load 
Of added sins upon my wretched head : 
^ould'st thou again have me betray thy brother* 
And bring pollution to his armsl curst thought ! 
Oh, when shall I be mad indeed ! 

Pol, Nay, then 
Let us embrace, and from this very moment 
Vow an eternal misery together. 

Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful wretch ? 
Never grow fond of cheerful peace again? 
Wilt thou with me study to be unhappy. 
And find out ways how to eucrease affliction ? 

PoL We'll institute new arts unknown before. 
To vai7 plagues, and make them look like new ones. 
First, if the fruit of our detested joy, 
A child be bom, it shall bo murder'd 

Mon, No ; 
Sure that may live. 

Pol. Why? 

Mon, To become a thing 
More wretched than it's parents; to be branded 
With all our infamy, and curse if s birth. 

Pol. That's well contriv'd ; then thus let's go together, 
Full of our guilt, distracted where to roam. 
Like the first wretched pair expell'd their paradise. 
Let's find some place where adders nest in winter. 
Loathsome and venomous : where poisons hang 
Like gums against the walls ; where witches meet 
By night, and feed upon some pamper'd imp. 
Fat with the blood of babes; there we'll inhabit. 
And live up to the height of desperation. 
Desire shall languish like a with'ring flow'r. 
And no distinction of the sex be thought of. 
Horrors shall fright me from those pleasing harms, 1 . 
And ni no more be caught with beauty's charms, >. 
But when I'm dying, take me in thy arms. [Exeunt, ) . 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. 
CABTkhio ii^ttg an the Ground. 

SONG. 

1. 

Come, all' ye youths, whose hearts e'er bled 

By cruel beauty's pridej 
Bring each a garlanci on his head^ 

Let none his sorrows hide : 
But hand in hand around' me move. 
Singing the saddest tales of lore ; 

And see, when your complaints ye join,' 

If all your wrongs can equal mine. 

IT. 

The happiest mortal once was I; 

My heart no sorrows knew : 
pity the pain with which I die; 

But ask not whence it grew. 
Yet if a tempting fair you find, 
That^s very lovely, vary kind, 

Tho' brifiht as heav'n, whose stamp shebeara^ 

Think of my fate, and shun her snares. 

Cast See where the deer trot after one another^' 
Male, female, father, daughter, mother, sod^ 
Brother and sister, mingled all together ; 
No discontent they know, but In deligiitfiil 
Wildness and freedom, pleasant springs, fresh herbage,. 
Calm arbours, lusty health and innocence. 
Enjoy their portion; if they see a man. 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 

Upon the monster 

Once m a season too they taste of love : 
Only the beast of reason is if s slave. 
And in that folly drudges all the year. 
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EmUr A€A8TO. 

A€09t, Castaliol CasUlio! 

Cast. Who's there 
So wretch«d bat to name CastaUo 1 

Acast. t hope my message may succeed. 

Ciut. My father! 
Tis joy to see you, tho' where sorrow's nourished* 

Acaat. I'm come in beauty's cause; you'll guess the 
rest. 

CaH* A woman ! if you love my peace of mind. 
Name not a woman to roe ; but to think 
Of woman, were enough to taint my brains^ 
Till they ferment to madnessi Oh ! my &tfaer. 
' Acast. What ails mv boy 1 

CasU A woman is tne thing 
I would forget, and blot from my remembrance. 

Acast. Forget Monimia! 

Cast. She to choose : Monimia ! 
The very sound's ungrateful to my sense. 

Aeaat. This might seem strange ; but you, I've founds 
will bide 
Your heart from ine; you dare not trust your fiither. 

Cast. No more Monimia ! 

Acast. Is she not your wife? 

Cast. So much the worse : who loves to hear of wife? 
When you would give all worldly plagues a name 
Worse than they have already, call them wife : 
But a new married wife's a teeming mischief. 
Full of herself: why, what a deal of horror 
Has that poor wretch to come, that wedded yesterday ! 

Acast. Castalio, you must go aloug witli me. 
And see Monimia. ^ 

Cast, Sure, my lord but mocks me : 
Go see Monimia! Fray, my lord, excuse me; 
And leave the conduct of this part of life 
To my own choice. 

Acast. I say, no more dispute. 
Cofliplaiats ar^ made to me, tliat you have wroQf'd her» 
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Cast. Whobascomplain'd? 

AcaaL Her brother to my face prdclaim'd her wrong'd^ 
And in such terms, they've wann'd me. 

Cast. What terms 1 Her brother! Heav'n! Where 
learnt he thatt 
What, does she send her hero with defiance ] 
He durst not sure affront you 1 

Acast, No, not much. 
But 

Cast, Speak, what said he t 

Acast, That thou wert a villain: 
Metbinks I would not have thee thought a villain. 

Cast, Shame on th' ill- manner'd brute !* Your s^e sC^ 
cur'd him ; 
He durst not else have said so. 

Acast, By my sword, 
I would not see thee wrong'd, and bear it vildy : 
Tho' I have past my word- she shall have justice. 

Cast, Justice! to give her justice would undo her: 
Think you this solitude I now have chosen. 
Left joys just op*nmg to my sense, songht here 
A place to curse my fate in, measur'd out 
My grave at length, wish'd to have grown one piece 
With thb cold clay, and all without a cause? 

Enter Chamont. 

Cham. Where is the' hero, famous and renown'd 
For wronging innocence, and breaking vows ; 
Whose mighty spirit, and whose stubborn heart. 
No woman can appease, nor man provoke ? 

Acast, 1 guess, Chamont, you come to seek Castali^.. 

Cham, 1 come to seek the husband of Monimia, 

Cast, The slave is here. 

Cham, I thought ere now t'have found you 
Atoning for the ills you've done Chamont; 
For you have wrong'd the dearest part of him. 
Monimia, young lord, weeps in this heart ; 
And all the tears thy injuries have drawn 
From her poor eyes« are drops of blood from hence* ' 
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Coit. Then you're Chamont? 

Cham. Yes; and I hope no stranger 
To great Castalio. 

Cast, Tve beard of such a man. 
That has been very busy with my honour/' 
1 owu Fm much indebted to you, sir; 
And here return the villain back ag^in 
You sent me by ray father. 

Cham, Thus FU thank yOU. [Drawsj 

Acast. By this good sword, who first pifesum^s to 
violence 

Makes me \k\s foe {Draws, and interposed. 

Young man, it once was thought [To CastalioC 

I was fit guardian of mf house's honour; 

And you might trust your share with me — For you, 

[To Cham. 
Young soldier, I must tell yon, you have' wrong'd met 
I promised you to do M onimia right ; 
And thought my word a pledge I would not forfeit : 
tiut yoii, I find, would fright us to performance. 

Cast. Sir,- in my younger years with care you taught 
me. 
That brave revenge was due to' injur'd" honour ; 
Oppose not then the justice of my sword. 
Lest you should make me jealous of your love. 

Cham. Into thy father's arms thou fl/st for safety. 
Because thou know'st the place is sanctified 
With the remembrance of an ancient friendship. 

Cast. I am a villain if I will not seek thee. 
Till I may be reveng'd for all the wrongs 
Done me by that ungrateful fair thou plead'st for. 

Cham. She wrong'd thee ! by the fury in my heart. 
Thy fiitfaer's honour's not above Monimia's! 
]$^or was thy mother's truth and virtue fairer. 

Acast. Boy, don't disturb the ashes of the dead' 
With thy capricious follies : the remembrance 
Of the lov'd creature that once fiU'd these arms^— 

Cham. Has not been wrong'd. 

Cast. It shall not. 

VOL. II. T 



Cham* No, nor shall 
Monimia, tha' a helpless orphan^ ckstkute 
Of friends and fortune, tlio* the unhappy sister 
Of poor Chamontf whose sword is all his porttoR, 
Be qpprest by thee, thou proud, unperious traitor* 

CasL Hah! setmefiee. 

Cham. Come boith. 

Elder Sbrina. 

Ser. Alas! alas! 
The cause of these disorders, my Chamontl 
Who is't has wrong'd thee ? 

Cast. Now where art thou fled 
For shelter ? 

CAom. Come from thine^ and see what safeguard 
Shall then betray my feais. 

Ser. Cruel Castalio, 
Sheath up thy angry sword, and don't affiri^ me: 
Chamont, let once Seriiia calm thy breast ; 
If any of my friends hanre done thee injuries 
111 be revei^f'd, and love thee better for't. 

Cast. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not taicr 
This opportunity to shew your vanity, 
Lef s meet some other time» when fay ourselves 
We faidy mav dispute our wrongs together. 

Cham. Till tlien, I am CasUlio's friend. 

Cast. Serina, 
Farewell, I wish much happmess attend you. 

Ser. Chamont's the dearest thing I have on earth r 
Give me Chamont, and let the worid forsake me. 

Cham. Witness the gods, how happy Fm in thee T 
No beauteous blossom of tiie fragrant spring, 
Tho' the fair child of nature newlv born. 
Can be so lovely. Angry, unkind CasUlio, 
Suppose I should a-while lay by my passions^ 
And be a beggar in Monimia's cause. 
Might it be heard } 

Cast, Sir, 'twas my last request 



ITou would; tho' you I find will not be satisfied: 

So^ in a word, Montmia is my scorn; 

She basely sent you here to try tiny fears; 

That was your business. 

No artful prostitute^ in fidshoods practls'd. 

To make advantage of her coxcomb's follies. 

Could have done more — ^Disquiet vex her for^! 

Cham, Farewell. [Ex, Cham. and^t» 

Out, Farewell. — My fiitfter, you seem troubled. 

Acast, Would Fd been absent when this bpisf rou^ 
brave 
Came to disturb thee thus ;- Fm giiev'd I hinder'd 
Thy just resentment — But Monknia— 

Catt, Damn her. 

Acast, Don't curse her* 

Cast. Did I? 

Acast, Yes. 

Cast, I'm Sony for't. 

Acast,. Methmks^ as, iff guess, tlie fault's but smdl,- 
ft might be pardoned. 

Cast, No. 

Acast. What has she done ? 

Coat. That she's my wife, nva^ heav'h and yoir for* 
give me« 

Acast. fie reconcil'd then. 
• Cast. No. 

Acast. Go see her. 

Cast. No. 

Acast, Ifl send and bring her hither. 
•' Cast. No. 

Acast. For my sak^, 
Castalioy and the quiet of my age. 

Cast. Why will ^au jurge a thii^ m^ nature starts utt 

Acast. Pr'ythee forgive her. 

Coat, Lightnings firs^ shall blasjt me. 
I tell yoUy were she prostrate at my feet. 
Full of h^ sex'j best dissembled sorrows. 
And alltUiat Wioodjrous b^uty of her own. 
My heart might break, but it should never softenr 

T 2 
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Enter FhOREhLA^ 

Hot. My lord, where are you? Oh Castaliol 

AeasL Haik. 

Cast. What's that? 

Flor, Oh shew me quickly, where's Castalio* 
. Acast. Why, what's the business ? 

Fhr^ Oh the poor Monimia! 

Casi. Hah! 

Acasf. Whafs the matter? 

Fhr» Hurried by despair* 
She flies with fury over all the house. 
Thro' ev'ry room of each apartment, crying, 
Where's my Castalio? give me mj^ Castalio / 
Except she sees you, sure shell grow distracted. 

Caet. Hah! will bhe? does she name Castalio? 
And with such tenderness? Conduct me quickly 
To the poor lovely mourner. Oh my father ! 

Acaat. Then wilt thou go? Blessings attend thj^ 
purpose. 

CasL I cannot hear Monimia's soul in sadness^ 
And be a man ; my heart will not forget her. 
But do not tell the world you saw this of me. 

Acast. Delay not then, but haste and cheer thy love. 

Coat. Oh ! I will throw my impatient arms about her». 
In her soft bosom sigh my soul to peace: 
Till thro' the panting breast she finds the way 
To mould my heart, and make it what she will. 
Monunia ! Oh ! [Ex. Acast. and Cast, 

Enter Monimia. 

Man, Stand ofi, and give me room, 
I will not rest till I have found Castalio, 
My wishes' lord, comely as rising day. 
Amidst ten thousand eminently known. 
Flowers spring up where'er he treads, his eyes. 
Fountains of brightness, cheering all about himl 
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When will they shine on mel — O stay, my sod I 
I cannot die in peace till I have seen binw 

Casta Lio fv*«n^ert. 

ComU Who talks of dying with a voice so swee^ 
That life's in love with't? 

AfoM. Hark I 'tis lie that answers ; 
So in a camp, tho' at the dead of night. 
If but the trumpet's cheerful noise is heard. 
All at the signal leap from downy rest. 
And ev'ry heart awakes, as mine does now. 
Where art thou? 

CaU^ Here, my love. 

AfoM. No nearer, lest I vanish. 

€a»t. Have 1 been in a dream then all this while 1 
And art thou but the shadow of Monimia 1 
Why dost thou fly me thus ? 

Mim, Oh ! were it possible that we could drown 
In dark oblivion but a few past hours, 
We might be happy. 

Coat. Is't then so hard, Monimia, to forgive 
A fault, where humble love, like mine, implores the« \ 
For I must love thee, tho' it prove my ruin. 
Which way shall 1 court thee? . 
What shall I do to be enough thy slave. 
And satisfy the lovely pride that's in thee? 
Ill kneel to thee, anid weep a flood before the<e : 
Yet pr'ythee, tyrant, break not quite my heart; 
But when my task of penitence is done. 
Heal it again, and comfort me with love. 

Mofi. If I am dumb, Castalio, and want wordi^ 
To pay thee back this naughty tenderness; 
It is because I look on thee with horror. 
And cannot see the man I so have wrong'd. 

Cast. Thou hast not wrong'd me. 

Mma. Ah I alas, thoutalk'st 
Just as thy poor heart thuiks ; have not I wrong'd tbect 

Ouit. No. 



M(m. Still Itoi wadd'rest in Uie daik, Ci«t»lM ; 
But wilt ere long stuipble on horrid danger. 

Cast. What means my lov£ ? 

Man. Could'st thofu bat forgive mt I*— 

Cast, What ? 

ATitifi. For my fanlt last ti%ht : alas, thon canst not^ 

CaaU T can^ and do. 

Mm. Thus crawling on the earth 
Would I that psirdon mfeet; the only thing 
IDan make me view the face of heav'n with hope^ 

Cast. Then let's draw near. 

Mm, Ah me ! 

Cast. So in the fields. 
When the destroyer has been out for pi£y> 
The, scattered lovers of the feathered kind. 
Seeking, when danger's past, to meet again. 
Make moan, and call, by such degrees approach. 
Till joining thus they bill, and spread their wings. 
Murmuring love, and joy then: fears afe over. 

M(m. Yet have ft c^ire, be not %qo fbpd of peace, 
Lest in pursuance of the goodly quarry, 
Thou meet a disappointment that dbtracte thee. 

Co^t. My better angel, then, do thou inform me. 
What danger threatens me, and where it lies : 
Why didst thou (pr'ythee smile, and tell me why) 
When I stood waiting underneath the whidow. 
Quaking witli fierce and violent desires ; 
(The droppms dewfi fell cold upon my head, 
Darkness enclosed, and the winds whistled round ffl# ; 
Which with my mourtlful sighs made such sad music 
As might hav0 paov'd the hardest heart); why w^ft 

thou 
Deaf to my cries, and senseless of my pains? 

Mm.. Did I not beg thee to forbear enquiry t 
Read'st thou not something in my face, that speaks 
Wonderful change, and horror from within mel 
. Cast.. Then there is something yet which Fve not 

known : 
VVhat dpst jthou mean b^ horror^ and forb^arjuicf 
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Of more enquiry 1 Tell me, I beglheeteUme; 
And don't betrav me to a second madnew. 

Mm. Must I } 

Coat. If laboring in the pangs of death. 
Thou would'st do any thing to give me ease ; 
Unfold this riddle ere my uou^ts grow wild. 
And let in fears of ugly form upon me. 

Man. My heart won't let me sgeak it ; but remembci^ 
Monimia, poor Monimia tells you this. 
We ne'er must meet again*- 

Cast. What means my destioy } 
For all my good or evil fiite dwells in thee : 
Ne'er meet again! 

Man* No» never. 

Cati. Where's the powV 
On earth, that dares not look like thee» and say so 1 
Thou art my heart's inheritance ; I seiVA 
A long and painful, faithful slavery for thee: 
And who shall rob me of the dear-bought blessing 1 

M&H. Time will clear all, but now let this contoit 
you ; 
Heav'n has decreed, and therefore I've resolv'd, 
(With torment I must tell it thee, Castalio,) 
Ever to be a stranger to thy love; 
In some far distant country waste my life. 
And from this day to see tky free no more. 

Cotf. Where am 1 1 Sure 1 waadei midst enchantment^ 
And never more shall find the way to rest ; 
But, oh, Monimia ! art thou uideed resolved 
To punbh me with everiaiting absence 1 
Why tum'st thou from me? I'm alone already. 
Methinks I stand upon a naked beach. 
Sighing to winds, and to the seas coraplainiqg* 
Whilst afiir off the vessel sails away. 
Where all the trcasnie c£ ny soul's embark'd. 
Wilt thou not turn l--(Hi1 could those eyes but 8penk» 
I should know all, for love is pregnant in them ; 
They swell, they press tbeir beams iqpon me still; 
Wilt thou not qpMkt If we maat part for cve^ 
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Give me but one kind word to think upon. 

And please myself withal, whilst my heart's breakings 

Mon. Ah, poor Castaliol [Ex, MoUf 

Cast. Pity! By the gods. 
She pities me ; then thou wilt go eternally ? 
What means all this ? why all this stir, to plague 
A single wretch? If but your word can shake 
This world to atoms, why so much ado 
With me 1 thuik me but dead, and lay me so. 

Enter Polydore. 

PoL To live, and live a tonnent to myself. 
What dog would bear't, that knew but his condition 1 
We've little knowledge, and that makes us cowards. 
Because it cannot tell us whaf s to come. 

Cast. Who's there? 

Pol. Why, what art thou ? 

Cast. My brother Polydore? 

Pol. My name is Polydore. 

Cast. Canst thou inform me — 

Pol. Of what? 

Cast. Of myMoniniia? 

Pol. No. Good-day. 

Cast. In haste ? 
Methinks my Polydore appears in sadness. 
. Pol. Indeed, and so to me does my Castalio. 

Cast. Do I ? 

Pol. Thou dost. 

Cast. Alas ! Fve wondrous reason ; 
Tm strangely alter'd, brother, since I saw thee. 

Pol. Why? 

Cast. Ob i to tell thee, would but put thy heart 
To pain ; let me embrace thee but a little. 
And weep upon thy neck ; I would repose 
Within thy friendly bosom all my follies; 
For thou wilt pardon them, because they're mine. 

Pol. Be not too credulous ; consider first; 
jPriends may be false. Js there no friendship fiilsel . . . 
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CoH. Why dost thou mk me tbat? does this.appear 
Like a false frioidsliip, when with open arms 
And streaming eyes, I run upon thy breast 1 
Oh, 'tis in thee alone I must have comfort ! 

Poi. T fear, Castalio, I have none to gite thee. 

CoBt. ]>ost thou not love me then ? 

Pol, Oh« more than life : 
I never had a thought of my Castalio 
Might wrong the friendship we had vow'd together. 
Jiast thou dealt so by nie I 

Coat. I hope I haye. 

PoL Then tell me why this mourning; this dis- 
order? 

Coat, Oh» Polydore» I know not how to tell thee ; 
Shame rises in my face, and interrupts 
The story of my tongue. 

Pol. I grieve my friend 
Knows any thing which he's asham'd to tell me ; 
Or didst thou e'er conceal thy thoughts from Polydorel 

Coii, Oh \ much too ojFt; but let me here ooiyure 
tliee. 
By all the kind affection of a brother, 
(For I'm asham'd to call myself thy friend) 
Forgive me. 

Pol. WeU, go on. 

Ca8t. Our destiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy love : 
Thou, like a friend, a constant, gen'rous friend. 
In it's first pangs didst trust me with thy passion; 
Whilst I still smooth'd my pain with snules before thee. 
And made a contract I ne'er meant to keep. 

Pol. How ! 

. Cast. Still new ways I studied to abuse thee. 
And kept diee as a stranger to my passion. 
Till yesterday I wedded with Monunia. 

Pol. Ah, Castalio, 
W^ that well done?. 

C(0sf. No ; to conceal 't from thee, 
fVas much ^ fyu\U 
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Pd. A firolt ! wkea thw bait beard 
Tbe tale ni tell, what wilt thoo caU it thn 1 

CaH. How my heart throbs! 

Pol. Firsts for thy firiaidship, traiCor, 
I cancert tbm; after tbift day 11L ae'er 
Hold trust or coiiverse wilb the f^dse Cwlalb: 
This witness heav'o. 

Cast. What will my fate d^ with net 
I've lost all faappinessy aad know not why : 
What means this, brother 1 

PoL Perjur'd, treacherous wretch, 
FarewcU. 

Cast. HI be thy slave ; and thou shalt use ma 
Just as thoK wilt, do bat forgive me. 

Pol. Never. 

Cast. Oh I think a little what thy heart is iomgi 
How from our infancy we hand m hand 
Have trod the futfa of life in love together; 
One bed has held us» and the same desires, 
The same awruons, still eraple/d our tbougbli : 
Whene'er had I a friend, that Was not Polydore's I 
Or Polydore a foe, that was not mine? 
Ev'n in the womb we embraced ; and wilt thoi» aow. 
For the first iault, abandon and forsake me. 
Leave me amidst afflictions to myself, 
Plung'd in the gulph of grief, and none t(» hdp me ? 

Pol. Go to Monimia, in her arms thoo^lt ind 
Repose ; she has tbe art ef heattiig so iriwii . 

Cast. What arts? 

P9I. Blind wretch, tboishiiBbaad \ thenff a qucstioB ; 
Go to her fulsome bed^ and wallow there. 
Till some hot ruftian, full oi lust and wine. 
Come storm thee out, and sbew thee whatli tby baigaio. 

Cast. Hold there, 1 ehorg^ tee* 

Pol. Is she not ar"*- 

Cast. Whore I 

Pol. A^, whore; I thfaik that woid needs wo ci* 
plainmg. 

Coit. Alas ! I ean^forgive ev'n this to tbae : 



Sat»iet tne tell thee, Polydoie, Fm gmv'd 

To find thee gidlty of such low revenge. 

To wrong that Tirtue whkh thou coiM'st not mitt ! 

Pd. Itaeemtlliethcnl 

Out. Should the bratest nmti 
That e'er wore conquering sword, but dare to whisper 
What thou prochuBU'st, Iw weve the worst of liars: 
My iHend rnvg be mistakni. 

Pol. Damn th' evasion; 
Thou mean'st the worst ; and he's a base^lHMn viHain 
That said I Ued. 

Cast. Do, draw thy sword^ and thrust it thro' my 
heart; 
There is no jov in life, if thou art lost 
A base4>om vulahi ! 

Pd. Yes, thoa never earnest 
Froin old Acasto's loins ; the midwife put 
A cheat upon my mother, and instead 
Of a true brother, in the cradle by me 
Plac'd some coarse peasants cub, and thou art he. 

CoBt. Thou art my brother stttl. 

Pd. Thou liest. 

Cast. l^Ry» then : [He draws. 

Yet I am caloK 

Pd. A coward's always so. 

Cast. Ah-^ah— that stings home : cowaird ! 

Pd. Ay, base4K>ni coward, vflhdn. 

Cast. This to thy heart then, tho' my mother bore 
thee. [FigM: Polydore drops Ms Sward, and 

ruHs OH Castalio't. 

Pd. Now my Castalio is again my firiend. 

Cast. What have I done? my sword is in thy 
breast! 

Pd. 80 I would have it be, thou best of men. 
Thou kindest brother, and thou truest friend. 

Cast. Ye gods, we're taught, that all your works aie 
justice; 
You're painted merciftd, and friends to innocence: 
jif so, then why these plagaa upon my htedl 
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Pol. Blame not the heav'nsy heie lies thy fate.! 
Castalio ; . 
They're not the gods^ 'tis Polydore has wrong'd thee ; 
I've stain'd thy bed ; thy spoUess marriage-joys 
Have been polluted by thy brother's lust. 

Cast. By thee ! 

Pol, By me ; last night the horrid deed 
Was done, when all things slept, but rage and incest. 

CobL Now Where's Moniniial Oh ! 

Enter MoNiMiA. 

Men, I'm here ; who calls mel 
Methought I heard a voice ' 

Sweet as the shepherd's pipe upon the mountains, 
When all his little flock's at feed before him. 
But what means this ] here's blood ! 

Cast. Ay, brother's blood ; 
Art thou prepar'd for everlasting pains ? 

Polp Olij let me charge thee by th' eternal justice,. 
Hurt not her tender life ! 

Cast, Not kill her ? Rack me. 
Ye pow'rs above, with all your choicest torments. 
Horror of mind, and pains yet uninvented. 
If I not practise cruelty upon her. 
And wreak revenge some way yet never known. 

Man, Tbat task myself have finished, I shall die 
Before we part ; I've drunk a healing draught 
For all my cares, and never vmore shall wrong thee. 

Pol. Oh, she is innocent. 

Cast, Tell me that story, 
And thou wilt make a wretch of me indeed. 

Pol. Hadst thou, Castalio, us'd me like a friend. 
This ne'er had Iwppen'd; hadst thou let me know 
Thy marriage, we had all now met in joy : 
But ignorant of that, 

Hearing th' appointment made, enrag'd to think 
Thou hadst out-done me in successful love, 
I9 in the ds^rk, went, ^xA supplied thy place ; 
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Whilst all the night, midst our triumphant joys. 
The trembliDg, tender^ kiod, deceived Monimia, 
£inbrac'd, caress'd, and call'd me her Castalio. 

Cast. And all thb is the work of my own fortune! 
None but myself could e'er hare been so curst. 
My fatal love, alas! has ruin'd thee. 
Thou feirest, goodliest Arame the gods e'er made. 
Or ever human eyes and heart ador'd. 
Fve murder*d too my brother. 
Why would'st thou study ways to damn me further, . 
And force the sin of parricide upon me? 

PoL Twas my own fault, and thou art innocent; 
Forgive the barbarous trespass of my tongue; 
'Twas a hard violence; I could have died 

With love of thee, eVn when I us'd thee worst ; 
Nay, at each word that my distraction" utter'd. 

My heart recoil'd, and 'twas half death to speak them. 
Man. Now, my Castalio, the most dear of men. 

Wilt thou receive pollution to thy bosom. 

And close the eyes of one that has betray'd thee? 
Cast. Oh, Tm th' unhappy wretch, whose cursed fate 

Has weighed thee down into destruction with him; 

Why then thus kind to me? 

Man. When Tmlaid low i'th' grave, and quite forgotten, 

May'st thou be happy in a fturer bride ; 

But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 

When I am dead, as presently I shall be, 

(For the grim tyrant grasps my heart already) 

Speak well of me; and if thou find ill tongues 

Too busy with my fame, don't hear me wrong'd; 

Twill be a noble justice to the memory 

Of a poor wretch once honour'd with thy love. 

How my head swims! 'tis very dark. Good-night. [l!>f«ff» 
Cast. If I survive thee I what a thought was that! 

Thank heav'n, I go prepared against that curse. 
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BUer Chamomt, disarmed, imdsaxtd hf kCJMot 

§md Servanis. 

CSImi. Gqic, heH^aod swailow mc to qukk *rlnMitioii»- 
If I foighre your hoiue« if I uU live 
Ad everlasting plague to thce^ Acaito, 
And all thy nee, YomVe oveqpow^i'd IBC oaw ; 
But bear me, heaVnl — ^Ahl here's the soeoe of death,. 
My sister, my MooBiiia I Breathless! — ^Now, 
Ye pow'rs above, if ye have justice, strihe^ 
Strihe bolts tbn/ me, and thro' the cunirCaatalio. 

Acast. My Polydore. 

Pol. Who calls I 

AauMi How earnest thou womided ? 

Cast, Stand off, thou hotrbrain'd^ hoistVaos^ noisy 

And leave me tomy sorrows. 

Cham. By the love 
I bore her fivin^ I will ne'er fomke her ! 
But bene remain till my heart burst with sobbing. 

Cati. Vanish, Ichaiige thee, or — [Dram a dagger. 

Cham, Thou canst not kill nse ^ 
That would be Jrindness, and against thy nature. 

Aeast. What means Castalio ? Sure thou wik not pnB 
More sorrows on thy aged fathei^s head. 
Tell me, I beg you, tell me the sad cause 
Of all this ruin. 

Pol. That must be my task : 
But 'tis too long for one in pains to tell ; 
You'll in my closet find the story written 
Of all our woes. CastaKo's hmocent. 
And so's Monimia; only I'm to blame : 
Enqaiie no hxlbtt. 

Cast. Then, unkind Charooot, 
Unjustly hast pursu'd me with thy hate. 
And sought the life of him that never wronged thee z 
Now if thou wilt embrace a noble vengeance. 
Gome join with me and curse. 
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Cham. Wliatl 

Cast. First thyself. 
As I do, and the hour that gave thee birth : 
Confusion and disorder seize the world. 
To spoil all trust and converse amongst men; 
Twixt families engender endless feuds, 
In countries needless fears, in cities factions. 
In states rciieliioop and iu churches schism: * 
Till all things move i^inst the course of naftom; 
Till form's dissalv'd, the dnan of . causes bfoken. 
And the originals of Being lest. 

Acasi. Have patience. 

Cast. Patience ! preach it to the winds. 
To roaring seas, or raging firesi the knaves 
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye beiieve them. 
Strip roe of all the commou needa of life. 
Scald me with lepvosy, letlfriends forsake me, 
ril bear it all; butcutllt to the degree 
That I am now, 'tis this must give me patience: 
Thus I find rest, and shall complain no more. 

IStabtJumie^. 

Pol. Castalip] Oh!— [Diet. 

Cast. I come. 
Chamont, to thee my birthright f iM4|ueath7 
Comfort my mourning father, heal his griefs; 

[Acasto/am/« Mo the atmu of a Servants 
For I perceive they fall with weight upon him. 
And for Monimia's sake, whom thou wilt find 
1 never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serina. 
Now all I beg b, lay me in one grave 
Thus with my love. Farewell. I now am — notbrog. 

[Du$. 

Cham. Take care of good Acasto, whilst I go 
To search the means by which the &tes have plagu'd us. 
'TIS thus that heav'n if s empire does maintain; 
It may afflict, but man must not complain. 

lExamimmneM* 
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YotiVe seen one Orphan roin'd here; and I 
May be the next, if old Acasto die. 
Shpuld it prove so, I'd fain amongst you find 
Who 'tis would to the fatherless be kind. 
To whose protection might I safely go ? 
Is there amongst you no good-nature ? No. 
What shall I do ? Should I the godly seek. 
And go a conventicling twice a week ? 
Qilit the lewd stage, and it's profane pollution, 
Affect each form and saint-like institution ; 
So draw the brethren all to contribution? 
Or shall I (as I guess the poet may 
Within these three daj^s) fairly run away ? 
No ; to some city-lodgings 111 retire ; 
Seem' very. grave, and privacy desire; 
Till I am thought some heiress rich in lands^ 
Fled to escape a cruel guardian's hands : 
Which may produce a story worth the telling, 
€>f the next sparks that go a fortune-stealings 
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THE SOLDIER'S FORTUNE. 



This play^^ though very successful when first exhi^ 
bked, is markied with the same immoral character 
which pervades all Otway's comedies, and has justly 
condemned them to obscurity. Another, and, as far 
as the author's literary reputation is concerned, a more 
fatal objection, is it's defect of originality: the plot^ 
and many of the incidents, having been borrowed from 
different sources, without acknowledgment. These in- 
stances of plagiarism bave been minutely exposed by 
Langbaine, the vigilant detector of dramatic frauds 
Lady Dunce's scheme of employing her husband to 
convey the ring and letter to Beaugard, her gallant 
(perhaps the most agreeable feature in the play), had 
already been adopted in the " Parasitaster," a comedy 
by John Marston, \6o6; and ''Flora's Vagaries,'* aium* 
1670. The original story is in Boccacio, Dee. 3. 
Nov. 3. The source from whence Otway probably de- 
rived the hint (and which escaped the notice of Lang- 
baine), b MoUere's " I'Ecok des Maris;" where the 
behaviour of Sganarelle, Isabelle, and Valere, differs 
but little from that of Sir Davy, Lady Dunce, and 
Beaugard. Sir Davy's sudden appearance from ths 
.doset, and surprising, his wife and Beaugard embrac- 
ing, and the lady's conduct thereupon, are borrowed 
from a story in Scarron's " Roman Comique;*' or 
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rather from ** Les Amours des Dames illustres de n6tre 
siecle." Bloody-bones' character resembles the Bravo 
in the ** Antiquary/' a comedy by Shakerly Marmion, 
1641. The analogy between Courtine's deportment at 
Sylvia's balcony, and that of Thomas to hb mbtress 
Mary, in Fletcher's comedy called " Moosiear Tbomasy" 
is too weak to convict Otway of fraud in this instance, 
nitaless the ballad which he has borrowed from fAnt 
iame play, be regarded as additional evidence* The 
fest of the piece requires little conmient. It's chief re- 
commendations were, probably, the variety and quick 
succession of the incidents, and that looseness of dia* 
logue which passed for wit at the time it was composedi 
The character of Sir Jolly Jumble is a ridicttloHS, not 
to say disgusting, compound of folly and depravity ! 
whether it be natural or not, it is useless to enquire ; 
as, in either case, it is unfit to be pourtrayed in public* 
This play was acted and printed 4to. l6si. It is 
dedicated to his publisher; not, I suppose, "as an 
acquittance for the money received for the copy," but 
as ** a preface to the work," in which he might canvass^ 
with more freedom, the objections it seems to have 
excited. Tlie edition of 1 7^7f and all the subsequent 
copies of the play, have exclnded the whole of the po* 
ragraph which refers to the share some lady took in op* 
posing it's success. This is now restored from the quarto 
copy. In 1748, a ikrce taken from this comedy wu 
represented at Covent-garden, under the same title. 
It was not printed. 



THE DEDICATION. 



I HAVE ^Aen (during this pla/s being in the press) 
1>een importuned for a preface; which you, I sui^posTg 
would have speak something in vindication of the co- 
Diedy: now, to please you, Mr.Bentley, I will, as briefly 
as I can, speak my mind upon that occasion, which you 
^nay be pleased to accept of, both as a dedication to 
yourself, and next as a preface to the book. 

And I am not a little proud, that it has happened into 
my thoughts, to be the nrst who in these latter years has 
made an epistle dedicatory to his stationer: it b a com- 
pliment as reasonable as it b just. For, Mr. Bentley, 
you pay honestly for the copy ; and an epbtle to yoii 
is a sort of an acquittance, and may be probably wel- 
come ; when to a person of higher rank and oraer, it 
looks like an obligation for praises, which he knows he 
does not deserve, and therefore is very unwilling to part 
with ready money for. 

As to the vindication of this comedy, between friends 
and acquaintance, I believe it is possible, that as much 
may be said in it's behalf, as heretofore has been for a 
great many others. But of all the apish qualities about 
me, I have not that of being fond of my own issue.; 
nay, I must confess myself a very unnatural parent, for 
when it is once brought into the world, e'en let the brat 
shift for itself, I say. 

The objections made against the merit of this poor 
play, I must confess, are very grievous — 

First, says a lady, that shall be nameless, because the 
worid may think civilly of her: ** Fogh! Oh sherreu, 
'tb so filthy,so bawdy, no modest woman ought to be seen 
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at it: let me dje, it has made me sick,!" When th» 
world lies, Mr. Bentley, if that very lady has not easily 
digested a iiHich iranker morsel in a little ale-hoose to.- 
Mrards Padditigton, and never made a face at it. But 
your true jilt is a creature that can extract bawdy out 
of the chastest sense, as easily as a spider can poison out 
of a rose : they know true bawdy, let it be never so much 
concealed, as perfectly as Falstaff didthe true prince by 
instinct : they will separate the true metal from the al- 
loy, let us temper it as well as we can. Some women 
are the touch-stones of filthiness: though I have heard a 
lady (that has more modesty tjian any of those she-cri- 
tics, and 1 am sure more wit) say, she wondered at the 
impudence of any of her sex, that would pretend to 
understand the thing called bawdy. So, Mr. Bentley. 
for aught I perceive, my play may be innocent yet, and 
the lady mistaken in pretenidiiig to the knowleage of a 
mystery above her; though, to speak honestly, she has 
had, besides her wit, a liberal education ; and if we may 
credit the world, has not buried her talent neither. 

Thi^ is, Mr. Bentley, all I can say ui behalf of my 
play : wherefore I throw it into you/ arms ; make the 
best of it you can; praise it to your customers; sell tea 
thousand of them, if possible, and then you will com* 
plete the wishes of 



Your Friend and Servant, 



THO. OTWAY, 



PROLOGUE, 

BY THE LORD FALKLAND. 



} 



Forsaken dames, with less conoern, reflect 

On their inconstant hero's cold neglect. 

Than we (provok'd bjr this ungrateful age) 

Bear the hard fate of our abandon'd stage. 

Widi grief we see you ravish'd from ourarmi^ 

And curse the feeble virtue of our clumns: 

Curse your false hearts, for none so false as they. 

And curse the eyes that stole those hearts away. 

Remember, Pithless friends, there was a time, 

(But oh the sad remembrafice of our prime !} 

V^ien to 4>ur arms with eager joys ye flew. 

And we heUev'd your treach'rous hearts as true 

As e'er was nymph of our's to one of you. 

But a more pow jrful Saint * enjoys jre now ; 

Fraught with sweet sins, and absolutions too: 

To her are all your pious vows addrest, "^ 

She's both your love's, and your religiun's tttty > 

The fairest prelate of her time, and bc«t. J 

We own her more deserving fiur than we, 

A just excuse for your inconstancy. 

Yet 'twas unkindly done to leave us so ; 

First to« betray with love, and then undo^ 

A horrid crime you'ne all addicted to. 

Too soon, alas ! your appetites are cloy'd, 

And Phillis rules no more, when once enjoy'd : 

But all rash oaths of love and constancy. 

With the too-short, forgotten pleasures die : 

Whilst she, poor soul, robb'd of her dearestease^ 

Still drudges on with vain desire to please ; 

And restless follows you from place to place, 

For tributes due to her autumnal &ce. 

* Pope Joan. O.^This was the ** Female Prelate," a tngedf 
by Settle founded upon the wdl-kftowa story of a Smthftf$, 
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Darted thq^ by snch ungrateful meoi 
How can we hope you'll e'er return agen ? 

Here's no pewpharm to tempt ye as before, *% 

Wit now's our only tteemire left ih t/Uxae, %> 

And that's a coin will pass with you no moie: J^ 

You who suchdreadHil bullies would apipewTf '% 

(True bullidd! quiet \dien tihere's dftnger nea)-) \ 

^hew your great souls in damning poets here. ^ 



DRAMATIS PERSONiB. 



Captain Beaugabd. 

COUSTIKE. 

Sir Davy Duvce. 

Sir JoLLT Jumble. 

FouBBiN, a Servant to Beangard. 

Bloody-Bones. 

Vebmin, a Servant to Sir Davy. 

Ladif Dunce. 

Sylvia. 

Maid. 

A Constable and Watch. 



SC£^^ London. 



THE SOLDIER'S FORTUNE. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 
Enter Bbaugakd, Couktinb, and Fourbin. 

Beau, A pox o' fortune ! Thou art always teazing roe 
fibout fortune : thou risest in a morning with ill-luck in 
thy mouth ; nay» never eatest a dinner, but thou sigbest 
two hours after it, with thinking where to get the next. 
Fortune be damned, since the world's so wide. 

Caur. As wide as it is, 'tis so thronged and crammed 
yiith knaves and fools, that an honest man can hardly 
^t a living in it. 

JBeau, Do, rail, Courtine, do : it may get thee em* 
ployment. 

xJaur, At you I ought to rail ; Hwas your fault we 
Ijeft our employments abroad, to come horae and be 
loyal, and now we as loyally starve for it. 

Beau. Did not thy ancestors do it before thee, man? 
I tell thee, loyalty and starving are all one. The old 
cavaliers got such a trick of it in the king's exile, that 
their posterity could never thrive since. 

Caur. Tis a fine equipage I am like to be reduced 
to ; I shall be ere long as greasy as an Alsatian bully ; 
this flopping hat, pinned up on one side, with a sandy^ 
weather-beaten peruke, dirty linen, and, to complete 
the figure, a long scandalous iron sword jarring at my 
l\eels ; like a — 

Beau* Snarling, thou meanest, like if s master, 

Cour. My companions the worthy knights of the 
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most noble order of the post ; your peripatetic ph3o8o<- 
phers of the Temple-walks, rogues in rags, and yet not 
lionest ; villains that undervalue damnation, will forswear 
ihenselves for a dinner, and hang their fathers for half 
a crown. 

Beau. I am ashamed to hear a soldier talk of 
starving. 

Cow. Why, what ^all I do 1 I can't steal— 

Beau. Tliough thou canst not steal, thou hast other 
vices enough for any industrious fellow to live com- 
fortably upon. 

Cour. What ! would'st thou have me turn rascal, and 
run cheating up and down the town for a livelihood 1 I 
would no more keep a blockhead company, and jendmne 
his nauseous nonsense, in hopes to get him, than I would 
be a drudge to an old woman with rheumatic eves, 
hollow teeth, and stinking breath, for a pension: or all 
rogues, I would not be a foolmonger. 

Beau. How well tbis niceness becomes thee ! I'd Ma 
see thee e'en turn parson in a pet, o' purpose to rail at 
all those vices which I know thou naturally art fond of. 
Why surely an old lady's pension need not be 9/6 
despicable in the eyes of a disbanded officer, as times go^ 
friend. 

Caur, I am glad, Beaugard, you think so. 

Beau. Why thou shalt think so too, man ; be ruled 
by me, and 1 11 bring thee into good company ; families, 
Courtine, families; and such families, where formality's 
a scandal, and pleasure is the business; where the 
women are all wanton, and the men are all witty, you 
rogue. 

Caur. What, some of your worship's Wapping ac-' 
quauitance, that you made last time you came over for 
recruits, and spirited away your landlady's daughter a 
volunteering with you into France. 

Beau* 111 bring thee, Courtine, wheie cud^oldomS 
in credit, and lewdness laudable; where thoo shalt 
wallow in pleaaum and preferments, revel all day, wad 
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tferj night He in the irms of melting beauty, sweet as 
roses, and as springs refreshing. 

Caw. Pr'vthee don't talli thus; I had rather thou 
woiild'st tell me where new levies are to be raised : a 
pox of whores, wlien a man has not money to make 
'em comfortable. 

Beau, That shall shower upon us in abundance ; and 
for instance, know, to thy everlasting amazement, aif 
this dropt out of the clouds to-day. 

C&ur. Ha ! Gold by this light !-- 

Famr. Out of the clouds?- 

Beau^ Ay, gold ! does it not smell of the sweet hanil 
that seni it? Smell — smell you dog— [To Fdurbin* 
[Fourbin ameiit to the handfui of Gold, and 
gathero up some pieces in his mouth. 

Four. Truly; sir, of heavenly sweetness, and very 
refreshing. 

Cour. Dear Beaugard, if thou hast any good-nature 
in thee ; if thou would'st not have me hang myself 
before my time, tell me where the devil haunts that 
helpt thee to this, that I may go make a bargain with 
him presently : speak, speak, or I am a lost man. 

Beau, Why thou must know this devil, which I have 
given my soul to already, and must I suppose have my 
body very speedily, lives I know not where, and may, for 
aught I know, be a real devil ; but tf it be, 'tis the'best** 
natured devil under Beelzebub's dominions, that I'll 
swear to. 

Cour. But how came the gold, then ? 

Beau* To deal freely with my friend, I am lately 
happened into the acquaintance of a very reverend 
pimp, as ine a discreet, sober, gray-bearded old gentleU' 
man as one would wbh; as good a natured public* 
spirited person as the nation holds ; one that is never 
so happy as when he is bringnig good people together, 
and promoting civil understanding betwixt the sexes ! 
nay, rather than want employment, he will go from ona 
end of the town to t'other, to procure my lord's little 
dog to be civil to my lad/s little langaishifig bitch. 
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Cmur. A veiy worthy member of the commoo wealth^ 

Beau. This noble person one day — ^but Fonrbm can 
give yoo a more particular accovot of the matter. 
Sweet sir, if you please, tell us the story of the first en* 
counter betwixt you and sir Jolly lumble ; you must 
know thaf s hb tide. 

Four. Sir, it shall be done — walking one day upon 
the Piaaza^ about three of the clock i'th'aftemoon, to 
get me a stomach to my diimer,^ I chanced to encounter 
a person of goodly presence and worthy appearance ; 
his beard and hair white, grave and comely, hi» coud- 
tenanee ruddy, plump, smooth and cheerful ; who per- 
iceiving me also equipt, as I am, with a mien and aif 
'which might well inform him I was a person of no in- 
considerable quality, came very respectfully up to me, 
and after the usual ceremonies between persons of parts 
and breeding had past, very humbly enquired of m^ 
what it was o'clock — I priesently understood .by the 
question, that he was a man of parts and business, told 
him, I did presume it was at most but nicely turned of 
three. 

Beau, Very court-like, civil, quaint, and new, I 
think. 

jRpUr. The freedom of commerce encreasing, after 
tome little inconsiderable Questions pour passer h 
temps, and so, he was pleased to offer me tlie courtesy 
of a glass of wine : I told him I very seldom drank, but 
if he so pleased, I would do myself the honour to pre- 
sent him with a (jiisfa of meat at an eating-house hard 
by, where I had ah interest. 

Caur. Very well : I think this squire of thuie, Beau« 
gard, is as accomplished a person as any of the employ- 
ment I ever saw. 

Beau. Let the rogue go on. 

Four. In short, we agreed and went together ^ as soon 
as we entered the room, I am your most humble 
servant, sir, says he — I am the meanest of your vassals, 
sir, said I — I am very happy in lighting into the acr 
quaintance of so worthy a geutlemau as you appear to 
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}p%,' sir; said .he ^gnn — worthy, 9ir JolLy, then oamrl 
^pon him again on t'other side, (for you must know by 
^at time I had grpped out his title). I kiss your hands 
from the bottom of my heart, which 1 sliall be always 
ready, to lay at your feet 

Camr. Well, Fourbaa, and what rqilied the knight 
theni 

Four* Nothing, he had nothing to say; his sense was 
transported with admiration of my parts: so. we sat 
dQwn, and after some pau^e, he desired to know by 
what title he was to distinguish the person that had so 
liighly honQured. him.-:- 

fiemi. That is as much as to say, sir^ whose rascal 
yott were. 

F<mr. Sir, you may make as bold with your poor 
shve asyou please.^— I tpld him those that knew me well 
were pleased to call me the chevalier Fourbin, that I 
was a cadet of the ancient family of the Fourbinob ; and 
that 1 had had the honour of serving the great monarch 
pf France in his wars in Flanders* where I contracted 
peat familiarity and intimacy with a gallant officer of 
the English trpops in tliat service, one captain Beaugard. 
• Beau. Oh, sir, you did me too much honour. What 
a true-bred rogue's this! — 

Caur. Well, but the money, Fourbin, the money. 

Four. Beaugard, hum ! Beaugard, says he I — ay, it 
must be so,-*a black man, is he not.? — ay, says I, 
blackish*— a dark brown-T^fuU-faced — yes — a sly, subtle, 
observing eye 1 — the same — ^a stroqg-built, well-made 
man ? — ^right^-^a devilish fellow for a wench, a devilish 
fellow for a wench, I warrant liim ; a .timodering rogue 
upon occasion, Beaugard ! a thundering fellow for a 
wench: I must be acquainted with him. 

Caur. But to the money, the mon^', man, that's the 
thuig I would be acquainted withal. 

Beau. This civil gentleman of the chevalier's ac- 
quaintance comes yesterday morning to my lodging, and 
ledng my picture in miniature upon the toilet, told me 
inUi the greatest ecstasy m the world, that was the thing 
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he came to me about: he told mt tiiere was a lai^ 6# 
bis acquaintance bad some fayouraMe thoogbta of me, 
and Tgady says be, she^s a bummer ; such a foiMr r«^ 
ah.— <So without mofe ado begs me to lend it bim tiu 
dimier (for we concluded to eat together) so away be 
acutUed with as great joy as if be had found the fibflo*- 
sopher^s stone. 

Ctmr. Very well. 

Betm. At Locket's we met again ; where after a thoil' 
iand grimaces, to shew how much be was pleased, lo- 
stead of ray picture, presents me with the contents afore^ 
said; and told me the lady desired me to aGcejpt of 'ett 
for the picture, which she we»much transported withal, 
as well as with the original. 

Caur. Ha! 

Beau. Now, whereabouts this taking qnality lies bl 
me, the devil take me, Ned, if I know; but the flites^ 
Ned, the fates! 

Cmct. a corse on the fates! Of all strumpets, for* 
tune's the basest; ^twas fortune made me a sohfier, a 
rogue in red, the grievance of the nation; feftune made 
the peace just when we were up<Hi the brink of a war i 
then fortune disbanded us, and lost us two montbsT pay : 
fortune gave us debentures instead of ready money, and 
by very good fortune I sold mine, and lost heaitffy by 
it, in hopes the grindii^ ill-natured dog that bought it 
will never get a shilling foi't. — 

Bemt. Leave off thy railing; for sfaam^ it looks Vke 
a cur that barks for want of bones. Come, tbnes may 
mend, and an honest soldier be in fashion again.— 

Cmtr. These greasy, laf , unwieldy wheezing rognes thaH 
live at home, and brood over their bags, idien a fit of 
fear's upon 'em, then if one of us pass Irat by, adl the Ak 
mily is ready at the door to ciy. Heavens bless you, 
sir, the laird go along with you ! 

Bum. Ah good men, what pity 'tis such iMt>per gen- 
tkflMn should ever be out of employment. 

CoMT. But when the business is over, then ^tery pa^ 
lisb bawd that goes but to a eoaventide twice a week. 
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Und pays but scot and lot to the parish, shall roar out, 
Ibgh, ye lousy red-coat rake-bells ! bout, ye caterpillars, 
ye locusts of the nation! you are' the dogs that would 
enslave us all, plunder our shope,^ and ravish out daugh-r 
ters, ye scoundrels I 

Beau. I must confess ravishing ought to be regulated ; 
it would destroy commerce, and many a good sober ma- 
tron about this town might lose the selling of her.daug- 
ter's maidenhead, which were a great grievance to the 
people, and a particular branch of property lost. Four-: 
bin« 

F^ur. Ypur worsliip's pleasure } 

Beau. Run, like a rogue as you are, and try to find 
sir Jolly, and desire him to meet me at the Blue-Post» 
in the Hay market about twelve ; we'll dine together : I 
must enquire farther into yesterday's adventure ; iii the 
mean time, Ned, here's half the'prize, to be doing withal: 
old friends must preserve correspondence; we have' 
sliared good fortune together, and bad shall never part 
us. 

• Cour. Well/ thou wilt certainly die in a ditch for 
this : hast thou no more grace than to be a true friend I 
nay, to pvrt with thy money to thy friend? I grant you^ 
a gentleman may swear and lie for his friend,' pimp for 
his friend, hang for bis friend, and so forth ; but to- 
part with ready money is the devil. 

Beau, Stand aside, either I am mistaken, or yonder's 
sir ^oUy coming: now, Courtiue, will I shew thee the 
flower of knighthood. Ah, sir Jolly I 

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble^ 

Sir JoL My hero! my dtirling! my Ganymede ( 
bow dost thou] Strong! wanton! lusty! rampant! 
hub, ah, ah ! She's thine, boy, odd she's thine ; plump^ 
soft, smooth, wanton ! hah, ah, ah I Ah rogue ! ah 
rogue I here's shoulders I here's shape ! there's a foot 
aiid leg, here's a leg, here's a leg — Oua-a-a-a-a. 

[Squetdcs like a Cat, and tickks Beaugard'f 7«^«« 

TOL. II. X 
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Omr. What an oM goafs tbisl 

Sir Jol. Child, diild, chthi, who's tJwtl a friead 
4f thine? a friend o' thine ? A pretty fellow, odd a very 
pietty feilow, and a rtreog dog I'li warrant him* How 
dost do, dear heart? pr'ythee let noe kiat thet. lil 
swear and tow I will kiss thee ; ha, ha, he, he, be, 
he, a toad, a toad, ah to»-a-a-d-— 

Comr. Sir, I ara your humble servant 

Beau. But the lady, sir Jolly, the kdy ; how does 
tiie lady t what says the lady, sir Jolly 1 

Sir Jol. What says tlie lady! why she says— she 
says — odd she has a delicute lip, such a lip« so red, so 
Wfd, so plump, so blub ; I luncy I an eatkig cherries 
every time I think onV-und for her neck and breasts, 
and hev — odd's life; 1*11 say no awve, not a word more ; 
but I know, 1 know-^ 

Beau. I am sorry for that with all my heart ; do you 
know, say you, sir ? and would you put off yMX mum- 
bled orts, yomr oflal upon met — 

Sir Jol. Hush, hush, hush ! have a care ; as I live 
and breathe, not I ; alack and well'«-day, I am a poor 
old fellow, decayed and done: all's gone with me^ 
gentlemen, bat my good nature ; odd 1 love to know 
how matters go tiioii^ now and tlien, to see a pretty 
wench and a young fellow touze and rouse and frouze 
and mouze ; odd I love a young fellow dearly, faith 
dearly-^ 

CoMT* This is the most extraordinary rogue I evcf 
met withal. 

Beau. But, sir Jolly, in the first place, you must 
know I have sworn never to marry. 

Sir Jol. I would not have thee, man, I am a bat- 
chelor myself, and have been a whore-master all my 
fife; besides, she's married already, man; her husband's 
an old, greasy, untoward, ill-natured, slovenly, tobacco- 
tdiing aickold ; but plaguy jealous. 

Beau. Already a cuckold, sir Jolly? 

Sir Jol. No, that sliall be, my boy; thou shaft 
make hhn one, and Til pimp for thee, dear heart; and 



shftn't I hoM the door? shan't I peep, hah! shaa't I^ 
you devil, you little dog, shan't I? 

Beau. What 13 it Vd not giant to oblige my patron 1 

Sir M. And then dost thou hear, I have a lodging 
for thee in my own house: dost hear, <^d soul? in my own 
house; she lives the very next door, man i there's but » 
wall to part lier ebamber and thine ; and then for a 
peep-hole, odd's fish I have a peep^iole for thee; 'shod 
ril shew thee^ Til shew thee— 

Beau, Bat when^ sir Jolly? I am in haste, impatient^ 

^ir •/«/. Why this very night, man; poor rogue's in 
haste, poor rogue ; but hear you— - 

Caur. The matter! 

Sir JoL Shan't we dine togethetl 

jBtfOif. With all mv heart. 

Sir JoL The maw begins to empty^^ get you before^ 
and bespeak dinner at the Blue-Posts; while I stay be« 
hind and gather up a dish of whores for a dessert. 

Cour. Be sure that they be lewd^ dnniken, stripping 
whores, sir Jolly, that won^t be affectedly squeamish and 
troublesome* 

Sir JoL I warrant you. 

Cour. I love a Well-disciplined whore, that shews all 
the tricks of her profession with a wink, like an old sol- 
dier that understands all his exercise by beat of drum. 

Sir JoL Ah, thief, sayest thou so? I must be better 
acquainted with that fellow; he has a notable nose, a 
bard brawny carle — true and trusty^ and mettle J'll 
warrant him. 

Beau, Well, sir Jolly, you'll not fail us ? 

Sir JoL Fail ye ! am I a knight? hark ye, boys; 111 
muster this evening such a regiment of rampant, roariug, 
roisteroii^ whores, that shall make more noise than if all 
tlie cats in the Haymarket were in conjunction : whores, 
ye rogues, that shall swear wdth you, drink with you, 
talk bawdy with you, fight with you, scratch with you, 
lie with yoii, and go to the devil with you. Shan't we 
be very, merry, hah ? — 

X2 
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C(mr. As merry as wine, women, and wickedness eair 
make us. 

Sir JoL Odd, that's well said again, very well said ; 
as merry as wine, women, and wickedness can. make iis: 
I love a fellow that's very wicked dearly : methinks 
there's a spirit in him, there's a sort of tantararara; 
tantara rara, ah, ah — ; well, and won't ye, when the 
women come, won't ye, and shall I not see a little 
sport amongst you] well, get ye gone; ah rogues, ah 
rogues^ da, da» 111 be with yon, da, da — > 

[Ex. Beau, and Coat, 

Enter several Whores, and Three Bullies. 

1 Bully. In the name of satan, what whores are 
those in their copper trim, yonder? 

1 Whore. Well, Til. swear, madam, 'tis the finest 
evening ; I love the Mall mightily. 

2 Bully. Let's huz/a the bulkers. 

2 Whore. Really, and so do I ; because there's always 
good company, and one meets with such civilities from 
every body. 

• 3 Bully. Damned whores! hout ye filthies! 

3 Whore. Ay, and then I love extremely to shew 
myself here, when I am very fine^ to vex those poor 
devils that call themselves virtuous, and are very scan- 
dalous and crapish, I'll swear; O crimine! who's 
yonder? sir Jolly Jumble, 1 vow. 

1 Bully. Fogh ! let's leave the nasty sows to fools 
and diseases. 

1 Whore. Oh papa, papa ! where have you been these 
two days, papa ? 

2 nhore. You are a precious father indeed, to take 
no more care of your children : we might be dead for 
all you, you naughty daddy, you. 

Sir JoL Dead, my poor fubsesi odd, I had rather all 
tlie relations I have were dead ; a-dad I had: get yoit 
gone, you little devils. 
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- 1 Wkare. Nay, fy, papa, I'll swear youli make me 
aiigry, except you carry us, and treat us to-night ; you 
have promised nie a treat this week; won't you^ papal 

2 Where. Ay, won't you, dad ? 

Sir JoL Odds so, odds so, well remembered! get yon 
gone, don't stay talking: get you gone, yonder's a great 
lord, the lord Beaugard, and his cousin the baron, the 
count, the marquis, the lord knows what, monsieur 
Courtine, newly come to town, odds so. 

3 JVhare, Ob law, where, daddy, where 1 Oh dear, 
a lord ! 

1 Whore. Well, you are the purest papa; but where 
be dey mmi, papa? — 

Sir JoL I won't tell you, you gi|)sies, so I won't — 
except you tickle me — -sbud they are brave feilows, all 
tall, and not a bit small ; odd one of 'em has a devilish 
deal of money. 

1 JVhare. Oh dear, but which is he, papa? 

2 Whore. Shan't I be in love with him, daddyl 

• Sir JoL What no body tickle me ! no body tickle me! 
— not yet? Tickle me a little, Mally — tickle me a little, 
Jenny---do I he, he, he, he, lie, he, — [Thei/ tickle Aim] 
No more, oh dear! oh dear! poor rogues, so, so, no 
more, nay, if you do, if you do, odd I'll, I'll, I'll — 

3 Whore. What will you do, trow ? 

Sir JoL Come along with me, come along with me» 
sneak after me at a distance, tliat no body take notice : 
swinging fellows, Mally — swinging fellows, Jenny; a 
devilish deal of money: get you afore then, you little 
didappers, ye wasps, ye wagtails, get you gone, I say ; 
swinging fellows-^ [Ex. Sir Jolly with the Whores. 

Enter Lady Dunce and Sylvia. 

ft 

L, Dunce. Die a maid, Sylvia, fy, for shame ! what 
a scandalous resolution's that! five thousand pounds to 
your portion, and leave it all to hospitals, for the innocent 
recreaXicm hereafter of leading apes in hell? fy for shame | 

Sylv» Indeed such another charming animal as yoiu: 
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consort, sir Davy, might do much with nife ; 'tis tti nor 
Bpe«kable blessing to lie ail night by a horse-load oi dis» 
eases; a beastly* unsavory, old, groaning, grunting, whee»» 
ing wretch, that smells of the gmve he's going to, aU 
ready. From sudi a ciine, and hair-cloth next my skin, 
good heaTee deliver me ! 

L. Dunce. Thou mistakest the use of a hosband, 
Sylvia: they are not meant for bedfeUow^s; heretofmre 
indeed 'twas a fulsome £ishion, to lie o'nights with a 
husband; but the world's improved, and customs, altered* 

Si/h, Pray instruct me then what the use of a bus* 
iiandis. 

L, Dunce. Instead of a gentleman*4isfaer for cere* 
mony's sake, to be in waiting on set days, and particular 
occasions; but the ftiend, cousm, is the jewel unvala- 
able. 

Sylv, But sir Davy, madam, will be difficult to be 
so governed; I am mistaken if his nature is not too 
jealous to be blinded. 

L.- Dunce. So much the better; of all, the jealous 
fool is easiest to be deceived: for observe, wliere there's 
jealousy there's always fondness; which if a woman, at 
she ought to do, will make the right use of, a husband^ 
fears shall not so awake him on one side, as his dotage 
shall blind him on the other. 

Sylv. Is your piece of mortality such a doating 
doodle? is he so very fond of you? 

L> Dunee. No, but he has the vanity to think that I 
am very food of him; and if he be jealous, ^tis not to 
much for iSear I do abuse, as that in time I may, wad 
tlierefore if nposes this coniinenient on me ; though hm 
has other divertisements that take him off from my en- 
joyment, which make him so loathsome no nyoman bi|t 
^ust hate him. 

S^lv. His private divertifiements I am a stranger to. 

X. fhmce. Then for his person, 'tis incomparably 
odious ; he has such a breath, one kiss of him wera 
.enough xo cure the fits of ^ mother ; 'tis ywn^ tha^ 
jfissa-fcettda. 
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S^v. Oh hideous! 

L. Dunce. Every thing that's nasty he affects: eleen 
Jinen he says is uuwholesonie; aod to make him moie 
charming^ he's contiuually eating of garlic and chewing 
tobacco. 

Sylv, Fogh! this is love! this is the blessing of 
inatrimony! 

X, Dunce. Rail not so unreasonably against loTe» 
Sylvia. As I have dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee 
the passion I have for Beaugard, so roethinks, Sylvia 
need not conceal her good thoughts of her friend. Do 
not I know Courtine sticks in your stomach? 

iSy/v. If he doesy I'll assure you he shall never get to 
my heart. But can you have the conscience to love 
another roan now you are married 1 What do yon think 
will become of you ? 

X. IHince, I tell thee, Sylvia, I was. never married 
to that engine we have been talking of; my parents in- 
deed made me say something to him after a priest once, 
but my heart went not along with my tongue; I minded 
not what it was : for my thoughts, Sylvia, for these seven 
years, have been much better employed — Beaugardl Ah, 
curse on the day that first sent ^im into France! 

Sylv, Why so, I beseech youl 

Jl. Dunce, Had he stayed here, I had not been sacri- 
ficed to the arms of this monument of man, for the bed 
of death could not be more cold than his has been: he 
would have delivered me from the monster, for even 
then I loved him, and was apt to think my kindness not 
neglected. 

Sylv. I find indeed your ladyship had good thoughta 
of bim. 

Lu Dunce. Surely 'tis impossible to thmk too well of 
him, for he has wit enough to call his good-nature 19 
question, and y^t good-4U|ture enough to make his wit 
susraected. 

Siflv. But how do you hope ever to get sight of him 1 
Sir Davy's watcbfubiess is in?mcible» I dare swear he 
would smell out a rival if be weieia the house, only bj 
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natural instinct ; as some that always sweat when a cat^i 
in the room. Then again, Beaugard's a soldier, and 
4hat's a thing the old gentleman, you know, loves dearly. 

L, Dunce. There lies the greatest comfort of my 
uneasy life ; he b one of those fools, forsooth^ that ai^ 
led by the nose by knaves who rail against the king and 
the government, and is mightily fond of being thought 
cof a party. I have had hopes this twelve-month to have 
heard of his being in the Gate-house for treason. 

Sj/lv, But } ^nd only yourself the prisoner all this 
while. 

L. Dunce. At present indeed I am so ; but fortune I 
•hope will smile, would'st thou but be my friend, Sylvia. 

Si/lv. In any mischievous design with all my heart. 

L. Dtince, The conclusion, madam, may turn to your 
satisfaction; but have you no thoughts of Courtiue? 

S^lv. Not I, ril assure you, cousin. 

L, Dunce. You don't think him well shaped, straight, 
and proportionable ? 

Stflv, Considering he eats but once a week, the man is 
well enough. 

L. Dunce. And then he wears his cloaths, you know, 
filthily, and like a horrid sloven. 

1%/r. Filthily enough of all conscience, with a thipad- 
hare red coat, which his tailor duns him for to this day, 
over which a great, broad, greasy, buff-belt, enough to 
turn any one's stomach but a disbanded soldier ; a pe- 
ruke tied up in a knot, to excuse it's want of combine ; 
and then because he has been a man at arms, he must 
wear two tufts of a beard forsooth, to lodge a diiughill 
of snuff upon, to keep his nose in good humour. 

L, Dunce. Nay, now I am sure that thou loyest him. 

Sj/lv. So far from it, that I protest etenially against 
the whole sex. 

L, Dunce, That time will best demonstrate ; in the 
mean while to our business. 

%/v. As how, madam? 

L. Dunce. To-night must I see Beaugard ; they are 
this, minute at dinner in the Haymarket; now to mak^ 
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•wy en\ genius, that haunts me every where, niv thing 
.called ^ husband, himself to assist his poor wife at a 
dead lift, I think would not be unpleasant. 

Syh, But 'twill be impossible. 

L, Dunce, I am apt to be persuaded rather very 
«asy ; you know our good and friendly neighbour, sir 
Jolly. 

Sylv. Out on him, beast ! he's always talking filthily 
to a body ; if he sits but at the table with one, he'll be 
making nasty figures in the napkins. 

JL. Dunce, He and ray sweet yoke-fellow are the 
most intimate friends in the world; so that partly out of 
neighbourly kindness, as well as the great delight h€ 
takes to be meddling in matters of this nature, with a 
great deal of pains and industry he has procured me 
Beaugard's picture, and given him to understand how 
well a friend of his in petticoats, called myself, wishes 
him. 

Sylv, But what's all this to the making the husband 
instrumental ? for I must confess, of all creatures, a hus- 
1[)and's the thing that's odious to me. 

L, Dunce, That must be done this night: I'll in- 
stantly to my chamber, take my bed in -a pet, and send 
for sir Davy. 

Sylv. But which way then must the lover come ? 

L, Dunce, Nay, I'll betray Beaugard to him ; shew 
him the picture he sent me, and beg of him, as he ten- 
ders his own honour and my quiet, to take some course 
to secure me from the scandalous solicitations of that 
impudent fellow. 

Si/lv, And so make him the property, thego-between, 
to bring the affair to an issue the more decently. 

L, Dunce, Right, Sylvia, 'tis the best ofiice a husband 
can do a wife ; I mean an old husband ; bless us, to be 
^oked in wedlock with a paralytic, coughing, decrepid 
dotterel ; to be a dry-nurse all one's life-time to an old 
phM of sixty-five; to lie by the image of death a whole 
night, a dull immoveable, that has no sense of life b^^ 
^rough it's pains! the pigeon's as happy that's laid to 
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a sick man's feet, when the world has given him o^r : 
for my part, thb shall henceforth be my prayer: 

Curst be the memory, nay doubly curst, 
Of her that wedded age for interest first ; 
Tho' worn with years, with fruitless wishes Aill» 
Tis all day troublesome, and all night dulL 
Who wed with fools, indeed, lead happy lives. 
Fools are the fittest, finest things for wives : 
Yet old men profit bring, as fools bring ease. 
And both make youth and wit much t>etter please. 



ACT 11. 

SCENE I. 

^ter Sir JohhY JvuuhB, BUAVQAMDp CpUETINB, 

and FouRBiN* 

Cour, Sir Jolly is the glory of the age. 

Sir Jof. Nay, now, sir, you honour me too hr. 

Beau, He's the delight of the young, and wonder of 
the old. 

Sir Jcl. I swear, gentlemen, yon make me blush, 

dmr. He deserves a statue of gold, at the chaige 
of the kingdom. 

SirJol, Outupon% fy for shame: I nrotest 111 leave 
your company if you talk so; but raith they were 
whores, daintily dutiful strumpets, ha! udds-bud, they'd 
— have stripped for f other bottle. 

Beau, Tnily, sir Jolly, you are a man of very ex- 
traordinary discipline: I never saw whores under better 
command in my life. 

Sir JoL Pish, that's nothing, man, nothing; I cas 
■end for forty better when I please; doxies thatvdllsk^, 
strip, leap, trk>, and do any thing in the vorldi imjr 
tUng, oldsoul^ 
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Cmt. Detir, dear sir Jolly, where and when? 

Sir JoL Odd I as simple as I stand here, her ftther 
iras a kaigfat. 

Beau. Indeed, sir Jolly, a knight, say you 1 

Sir JoL ^y, but a litUe decayed : ill assure you she's 
a very good gentlewoman bom. 

Camr. Ay, and a very good gentlewoman bred too. 

Sir Joi. Ay, and so slw is. 

Beau, But, sir Jolly, how goes my business forward I 
when shall I have a view of the quarry 1 am to fly at ? 

SirJol. Alas-a-day, not so hasty; soft and fair, I 
beseech you. Ah, my little son of thunder, if thou hadst 
her in thy arms now betvrcen a pair of sheetSi and I 
under the bed to see feir play, boy ; gemini ! what wou'd 
become of mel what wou'd become of me 1 there wou'd 
be doings I oh lawd, I under the bed I 

Beau, Or behind tlw hangings^ sir Jolly, would not 
that do as well? 

Sw JeL Ah no, under tlie bed against the world, and 
Ihen it would be very dark, hahi 

Beau, Dark to choose? 

Sir JoL No, but a little light would do well ; a small 
glimmering lamp, just enough for ipe to steal a peep 
by ; oh lamentable I oh lamentable ! I won't speak a 
word more! there would be a trick! O rare! you 
friend, O rare! odds-so, not a word more, odd»«o^ 
yonder comes the monster that must be the cuckold- 
elect; step, step aside and observe him: if I should be 
seen in your company, ^twouid spoil all. 

[Ex. Sir Jolly and Conr. 

Beam, For my part, 111 stand the meeting of him; 
one way to promote a good understanding with a wife, 
|s first to get acquainted with her husband. 

Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir D0f» Well, of allbksiiiiga^ a discreet wife is the 
jPKlttest that can light upona manof year»: hadi bfC9 
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married to any thing but ao angel now, what a beast had 
I been by this time! well, I am the happiest old fool! 
'tis a horrid age that we live in, so that an honest man 
can keep nothing to himself. If you have a good estate, 
rvery covetous rogue is longing for't ; (tridy I love a 
good estate dearly myself!) if you have a handsome 
wife, every smooth-faced coxcomb will be combing and 
cocking at her: flesh-flies are not so troublesome to the 
shambles as that sort of insects are to the boxes in the 
[4ay-house. But virtue is a great blessing, an unr 
valuable treasure : to tell me herself that a villain had 
tempted her, and give me the very picture, the enchant- 
ment that he sent to bewitch her ! it strikes me dumb 
with admiration: here's the villain in eflligy. [Pulls mU 
the picture.] Odd a very handsome fellow, a dangerous 
rogue, I'll warrant him : such fellows as these now should 
be fettered like unruly colts, that they might not leap 
into other men's pastures. Here's a nose now, I could 
find in my heart to cut it ofi^; damned dog, to dare to 
presume te make a cuckold of a knight ! bless us ! what 
will this world come tol Well, poor sir Davy, down, 
down upon thy knees, and thank thy stars for this deli- 
verance. 

Beau. 'Sdeath ! what's that I see ? sure 'tis the very 
picture which I sent by sir Jolly ; if so, by this light I 
am damnably jilted. 

Sir Dav, But now ifrr- 

Beau, Surely he does not see us yet. 

Four. See you, sir ! why he has but one eye, and 
we are on his blind side ; I'll dumb-found him. 

[Strikes him on the shoulder. 

Sir Dav. Who the devil's this? Sir, sir, sir, who are 
you, sir? 

Beau. Ay, ay, 'tis the same : now a pox of all amo-- 
rous adventures: 'sdeath, I'll go beat the impertinent 
pimp that drew me into this foolmg. 

Sir Dav, Sir, methinks you are very curious. 

Beau. Sur, perhaps I have an extraordiiiary reason 
tobeso. 
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' Sir l^ao. And petbaps, sir, I care not for joa/ nor 
your reasons neither. 

Beau, Sir, if you are at lebure, I would beg the ho- 
Doar to speak with you. 

Sir Dav, With me, sir? what's your business with inel 

Beau. I would not willingly be troublesome, though 
it may be I am so at this time. 

Sir Dav, It may be so too, sir. 

Beau, But to be known to so worthy a person as 
you are, would be so great an honour, so extraordi- 
nary a happiness, that I could not avoid taking this op- 
portunity of tendering you my service. 

Sir Dav, Smooth rogue, who the devil is this fel- 
low? (Aside,) But, sir, you were pleased to nominate 
business, sir; I desire with what speed you can to 
know your business, sir, that I may go alK)ut my busi- 



Beau, Sir, if I might with good manners, I should 
be glad to inform myself whose picture that is which 
you have in your hand ; methinks it is a very fine 
painting. 

Sir Dav, Picture, friend, picture ! sir, 'tis a resem- 
blance of a very impudent fellow, they call him cap- 
tain Beaugard, forsooth, but he is in short a rake-heU, 
a poor lousy, beggarly, dbbanded devil ; do you know 
him, friend? — 

Beau, I think I have heard of such a vagabond : the 
truth on't is, he is a very impudent fellow. 

Sir Dav, Ay, a damn'd rogue. 

Beau, Oh, a notorious scoundrel. 

Sir Dav, I expect to hear he's hanged by next ses- 
sions. 

Beau, The truth on't is, he has deserved it long ago ; 
but did> you ever see him, sir Davy 1 

Sir Dav. Sir — does he know me ? [Aside. 

Beau, Because I fancy that miniature is very like 
him. Pray; sir^ whence had it you? — 
. Sir JDa«. Had it, iriend ? had it ? whe ce had it F?— 
Bless usy [Compara the Picture with Beaugard't faecJ]^ 
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what have 1 done now ! tlm is the very traitor hm$^^ 
if he should be desperate now, and put his sword in ny 
guts I — slitting my nose will be as bad as that, I have 
but one eye lejft neither, and may be — Ob bat this it 
the king's court, odd thaf s well remembered ; he dares^ 
not but be civil here : Til try to out-huff him. (Ande.) 
Whence had it youl 

Beau. Ay, sir, whence had it you I that's English in 
my country, sir. 

Sir Dav, Go, sir, you are a rasca). 

Beau, How! 

Sir Dav. Sir, I say you are a rascal, a very impiw 
dent rascal ; nay. Til prove you to be a rascal^ if you 
go to that — 

Beau. Sir, I am a gentleman and a soldier. 

Sir Dav. So much the worse, soldiers have been 
cuckold-makers from the beginning; sir, I care not 
what you are; for aught I know you may be a^-'come, 
sir, did 1 never see you? Answer me to that; did I 
never see you 1 for aught I knew you may be n Jesuit ; 
there were more in the last army besides you. 

Beau^ Ofyuur acquaintance, and be hanged 1 

Sir Dav. Yes, to my knowledge, there were seve-- 
ral at Hounslow-heatfa, disguised in dirty petticoats^ 
and cried brandy : I knew^a serjeant of foot that was 
familiar with one of them all night in a ditch, and 
fancied him a woman, but the devil is powerful. 

Beau. In short, you worthy villain of worship, that 
picture is mine, and I must have it,^ or I shall take an 
opportunity to kick your worship most iohuiuanly. 

Sir Dav. Kick, »r 1 

Beau. Ay, sir. kick, 'tis a recreation lean shew you* 

Sir X)av, Sir, , I am a free-born suAjject of England, 
and there are iawsy'^ook you, there are laws ; so I say 
you are a rascal again, and now how will you help your- 
self? poor fool! 

Beau. Hark you, iriend, have not you a wife ? 

Sir Dav. I have a lady, sir-*~«h and she's mightily 
taken with this picture of your's; she was so mightiiy 
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prottd of it| she could not forbear sliewmg it me, and 
felling too who it was sent it her. 

Beau. And has she been long a jilt 1 has she practised 
Hie trade for any time 1 

Sir. Dav, Trade \ humph, what trade 1 what trade, 
ftiettd? 

Beau, Why the trade of whore and no whore, eater- 
wauling in jest, putting out Christian colours, when 
she's a Turk onder deck : a curse upon all honest wo- 
men in the flesh, that are whores in die spirit. 

Sir Dav. Poor devil, how he rails! lia, ha, ha: 
look you, sweet soul, as I told you before, there are 
laws, there are laws, but those are things not worthy 
your consideration : beauty's your business. But, dear 
vagabond, trouble thyself no further about my spouse; 
let my doxy rest in peace, she's meat for thy master, 
old boy ; I have ray belly-full of her every night. 

Beau. Sir, I wish all your noble family hanged from 
the tH>ttom of my heart. 

Sir Ikm. Moreover, captam Swash, I must tell you 
my wife is an honest woman, of a virtuous disposition, 
one that I have loved from her infancy, and slie deserves 
it by her faithful dealing in this affair, for that she has 
discovered loyally to me the treacherous designs laid 
against her chastity, and my honour. 

Beau. By this liglit the beast weeps ! [Ande, 

Sir Dav. Truly I cannot but weep for joy, to think 
how happy I am in a sincere, faithful, and loving yoke* 
fellow. She charged me too to tell you into the bargain, 
that she is ssfKcieiitly satisfied of the most secret wishes 
of your heart. 

Beau, Vm glad on't. 

Sir Dav. And that 'tis her desire, that you would 
trouble yourseir'no more about the matter. 

Beau. With ail my heart. 

Sir Dav. Bui henceforward behave yourself with 
•uch ditscretion aft becomes a gentleman. 

Bean. Oh to^ be sure, most exactly! 

Sir Dav, And let her alone to make the best use of 
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those innoceut freedoms I allow her, without puttiugf: 
her reputation in hazard. 

Beau. As how, I beseech you— 

Sir Dan. By your impertment and unseasonable 

address. • 

Beau. And this news you bring me by a particOlar 
commission from your sweet lady ? 

Sir Dav. Yea, friend, I do ; and she hopes youll be 
sensible, dear heart, of her good meaning by it: these 
were her very words, I neither add nor diminish, for 
plain-dealing is my mistress's friend. 

Beau. Then all the curses I shall thmk on this 
twelvemontli light on her, and as many more on tlic 
next fool that gives credit to the sex. 

Sir Dav, Well, certainly I am the happiest toad ; 
how melancholy the monkey stands now ! Poor pug, 
hast thou lost her] 

Beau. To be so sordid a jilt, to betray me to such a 
beast as that ! Can she have any good thoughts of such 
a swine] Damn her, had she abused me handsomely it 
had never vexed me. . 

Sir Dav. Now, sir, with your permission I'll take my 

leave. 

Beau. Sir, if you were gone to the devil I should 

think you very well disposed of. 

Sir Dav. If you have any letter, or other commenda- 
tion to the lady that was so charmed with your re- 
semblance there, it shall be very faithfully conveyed by — 

Beau, Fool! 

Sir Dav. Your humble servant, sir, I'm gone ; I shall 
disturb you no further ; your most humble servant, sir. 

[Exit. 

Beau. Now poverty, plague, pox, and prison fall 
thick upon the head of thee ! Fourbin. 

Four. Sir! — 

Beau. Thou hast been an extraordinary rogue m thy 

Four. I hope I have lost nothing m your honours 
s^rvicCi sir. 
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beau. Find out some way to revenge ine on this 
old rascal, and if I do not make thee a gentleman — 

Fcmr, That you have been pleased to do long ago, I 
thank you ; for I am sure you have not left me one 
shilling in my pocket these two months. 

Bam. Here, here's for thee to revel withal. 

Four. Will your honour please to have hb throat 
cut? 

Beau. With all my heart. 

Four. Or would you have him decently hanged at 
his own door, and then give out to the world he did it 
himself? 

Beau, That would do very well. 

Four, Or I think (to proceed with more safety) ft 
good stale jakes were a very pretty expedient. 

Beau. Excellent, excellent, Fourbin. 

Four. Leave matters to my discretion, and if I do 
not — [Exit. 

Beau. I know thou wilt ; go, go about it, prosper^ 
and be famous. Now ere I dare venture to meet 
Oourtine again, wHl I go by myself, rail for an hour or 
two, and then be good company^ [Eant. 

Enter Courtine and Sylvia. 

Sylv. Take my word, sir, you had bettex give this 
business over. I tell you, there's nothing in the world 
turns my stomach so much as the man, that man that 
makes love to me. I never saw one of your sex in my 
life make love, but he looked so like an ass all the while, 
that I blushed for him. 

Cotrr. I am afraid your ladyship then is one of those 
dangerous creatures they call she-wits, who are always 
so mightily taken with admiring themselves, that notliing 
else is worth their notice. 

Sylv, Oh ! who can be so dull, not to be ravished 
with that roisterous mien of your's, that ruffling air in 
your gait, that seems to cry where'er you go, makis 
room, here comee the captain! that face, which bid» 

VOL, II. Y 
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defiance to the weather ? Bless us! if I were a ^r 
farmer's wife in the country now, and you wanted 
quarters, how would it fright me ! But as I am young, 
not very ugly, and one you never saw before, how 
lovingly it looks upon me ! 

Caur. Who can forbear to sigh, look pale, and 
languish, where beauty and wit unite both their, forces 
to enslave a heart so tractable as mine is? First, for 
that modish swim of your body, the victorious motion 
of your arms and head, the toss of your fan, the glancing 
of the eyes; bless us I if I wefre a dainty fine-drest 
coxcomb, with a great estate, and a little or no wit, 
vanity m abundance and good for nothing, how would 
•they melt and soften me ! but as I am a scandalous 
honest rascal, not fool enough to be your sport, nor 
rich enough to be your prey, how glotingly they look 

upon me ! 

Si/h. Alas, alas ! what pity 'tis your honesty should 
ever do you hurt, or your wit spoil your preferment! 

Cour. Just as much, fair lady, as that your beauty 
should make you be envied at, or your virtue provoke 

scandal. 

Sylv. Well, the more I look, the more I'm in love 

with you. 

Caur. The more I look, the more I am out of love 

with you. 

Sj/lv, How my heart swells when I see you ! 

Cour, How my stomach rises when 1 am near you ! 

Sylv. Nay, then let's bargain. 

Cour. With all my heart ; what ? 

Si/lv. Not to fall in love with each other, I assure 
you, monsieur Captain. 

Cour. But to hate oue another constantly and cor- 
dially. 

Si/lv. Always when you are drunk, I desire you Uk 
talk scandalously of me. 

Cour. Ay, and when I am sober too; in return 
whereof, whene'er you see a coquette of your a<>- 
quaintance, and I chance to be named; be sure you spk 
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At th^ filthy remembrance, and rail at me as if yo» 
loved me. 

•%/v. Id the next place, whene'er we meet in the 
Mai VI desire you to humph, put out your tongue, make 
ugly mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me« 

Cotfr. Which, if I chance to do, be sure at next 
turning to pick up some tawdry fluttering fop or 
another — 

Siflv, That I made acquaintance withal at the music- 
meeting. 

Cotcr^. Right, just such another spai>k to saunter by 
your side, with bis hat under his arm. < * 

. S^lv^ Hearkening to all the bitter things I can say to> 
be revenged. 

Cour. Whilst the dull rogue dare not so much as 
grin to oblige you, for fe^r of being beaten for it, when 
he is out of his waiting. 

St/lv, Counterfeit your letters from me. 

Cour, And you, to be even with me for the scandal,; 
publish to all the world I offered to marry you. 
.' 5^/v. Oh hideous marriage ! 

Cour, Horrid, horrid marriage ! 

Si^lv, Name, name no more of it. 

Cour. At that sad word let's part. 

Syh. Lefs wish all men decrepid, dull, and silly# 

Cour. And every woman- old and ugly. 

Sylv, Adieu!— 

Cour, Farewell! — 

Enter a young Fellow qffecteify drest, several others 

with him, 

Sj/lv. Ah me, Mr. Frisk ! 

Frisk. Mademoiselle Sylvia ! sincerely as I ho|)e to 
be saved, the devil take uie, dam' me, madam, who's 
thati 

Syh. Ha, ha, ha, hea. [Ex. with FriskJ 

Cour^ True to thy failings always, woman ! hoi¥ 
igatiiraily is the sex fond of a rogjue I What a mon&teli 

Y 2 
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was that for a woman to deligfat in I Now must I lote 
her stilly though I know Yn\ a hlockhead for^, and 
shell use me like a blockbeiid too, if I don^ prevent 
her. What's to be done 1 I'll have three whores a day, 
to keep love out of my head. / 

Enter Beaugaro. 

Beaugard^ well met again; how go matters'? hand- 
somely? 

Beau. Oh, very handsomely ! had yon but seen how 
handsomely I was used just now, you would swear so.^ 
I have heard thee rail in my time, wou'd thou would'st 
exercise thy talent a little at present ! 

Conr, At what ? 

Beau, Why, canst thou ever want a subject 1 rail at 
thyself, rail at me, I deserve to be railed at : see there, 
wnat thinkest thou of that engine, that moving lump of 
filthiness, miscalled a man 1 

A clumsy FeUow marches wer the Stage, drest Wtt an 

Officer^ 

Cour. Curse on him for a rogue, I know him. 

Beau. So. 

Caur, The rascal was a retailer of ale but yesterday, 
and now he is an officer and be hanged; tis a dainty 
sight in a morning to see him wHh his toes turned in, 
drawing his legs after him at the head of a hundred 
histy fellows. Some honest gentleman or otiier stayi^ 
now, because that dog had money to bribe some corrupt 
colonel withaL 

Enter another, gravefy drest ^^ 

Beau, There, there's another of my acquaintanee; 
be was my father's footman not long mce, and has 
pimped for me of^ener than he prayed for himself; that 
good quality recomaMndcd him to a nobleoMui'asrrvic^ 
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«liich, together with flatteriogy fitwuiog, lying; sfiyiag 
and informiag, his raised him to an employment of 
trust and reputation, tliough the rogue can't write his 
jwrne, noc read his neck-verse^, if he iiad occasion. 

Cmar^ Tis as unreasooable to expect a man of sense 
should be preferred, as 'tb to think a hector can be 
stout, a priest religious, a fair woman chaste, or a 
pardoned rebel loyal. 

Eid£r Jkoo 0Mre^ wemng tameHly in Diacaune, 

Beau, That's seasonably thought on: look there» 
observe but that fellow on the right hand, the rogue 
with the busiest face of the two. Til tell thee his history* 

Cour, 1 hope hanging will be the end of hb history, 
so well I like him at the first sight. 

Beau, He was born a vagabond, and no parish owned 
him : his father was as obscure as his mother public ; 
jevery body knew her, and no body could guess at him. 

Cour. He comes of a very good family, heaven be 
praised! 

Beau. The first thing he chose to rise by, was re*- 
heUion ; so a rebel be grew, and flourished a rebel ; 
/ought against his king, and helped to bring him to the 
block. 

CawTs And was he not religious too 1 

Beau» Most devoutly! he could pray till he cried, 
and preach till he foamed; which excellent talent made 
iiim popular, and at last preferred him to be a worthy 
member of that never-to-be-forgotten Rump Parliament* 

Caur. Pray, sir, be uncovered at that, and remem- 
ber it with reverence. 

Beau, In short, he was a committee-man, sequestra- 
tor and persecutor-general of a whole county, by which 
he got enough at the king's return to secure himself in 
the general pardon. 

Caur. Nauseous veimm ! that such a swine, with the 

* XFtdk-vtrtt^te^A by loalefiutars, to obtun benefit of dvfSf* 
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mark of rebellion in hi& forehead, should wallow in his 
luxury, whilst honest men are forgotten! 

Beau, Thus forgiven, thus raised, and made thus 
happy, the ungrateful slave disowns the hand that healed 
him, cherishes factions to affront his master, and once 
more would rebel against the head, which so lately 
saved his from a pole. 

Cour. What a dreadful beard aud swinging sword he 
wears ! 

Beau, Tis to. keep his cowardice in countenance; 
the rascal will endure kicking most temperately for all 
that; I know five or six more of the same stamp, that 
never come abroad without terrible long spits by their 
sides, with which they will let you bore their own noses 
if you please. But let the villain be forgotten. 

Cour. His co-rogue I have some knowledge of; he's 
ti tattered worm-eaten case-putter; some call him law-r 
yer ; one that takes it very id he is not made a judge.- 

Beau, Yes, and is always repining that men of parts 
jare not regarded. 

Cour, He has been a great noise-maker in factious 
'dubs these seven years, and now I suppose is courting 
that worshipful rascal, to make him recorder of some 
factious town. 

Beau. To teach tallow-chandlers and cheese-mongers 
how far they may rebel against their king by virtue 
of Magna Charta. 

Cour. But friend Beaugard, methinks thou art veiy 
Splenetic of a sudden : how goes the affair of love for- 
ward? prosperously, hah? 

Beau, Oh, I assure you most triumphantly; just 
now, you must know I am parted with the sweet, civil, 
enchanted lady's husband. 

Cour. Well, and what says the cuckold? i^ he very 
kind and good-natured, as cuckolds use .to be? 

Beau. Why he says, Courtine, in short, that I am a 
Very silly fellow, (and truly I am very apt to believe 
him) and that I have been jilted in this aii^r most un- 
c<]aiS€ionably. A plague on all pimps^ I say;. a man'^ 
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f>u8iness never thrives so well as when he is his owa 
solicitor. 

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, and a Boy. 

Sir JoL Hist, hist ! Captain! Captain! Captain! — Boy, 

Boy^ Sir. 

Sir Jul. Run and get two chairs presently; be sure 
you get two chairs, sirrah, do you hearl Here's luck, 
here's luck; now or never. Captain; never if not now. 
Captain ! here^s luck. 

Beau. Sir Jolly, no more adventures, sweet air Jolly; 
I am like to have a very fine time on't truly. 

Sir JoL The best in the world, dear dog, tlie very 
best in the world : /sbud she's here hard by, man ; stays 
on purpose for thee, finely disguised. The cuckold has 
lost her too ; and no body knows any thing of the mat- 
ter but I, no body but I ; and I, you must know, I am 
1, hah! and I, you little toad, hah! 

Beau. You are a vejey fine gentleman. 

iS'ir JoL The bestrnatured teilow in the world I be- 
lieve of my years! Now does my heart so thump for 
fear this business should miscarry : why. 111 warrant 
thee the lady is here, man; she's all thy own; 'tis thy 
own fault if thou art not in terra incognita within this 
halfiiour: come along, pr'ythee come along; fy for 
shame; what, make a lady lose her longing! come along, 
I ^y, you — ^.out upon't. 

Beau. Sir, your humble, I shan't stir. 

Sir JoL What, not go ] 

Beau. No, sir, no lady for roe* 

Sir JoL Not go! I should laugh at that, faith. 

Beau. No, I will assure you, not go, sir. 

Sir Jol. Away, you wag, you jest; you jest, you 
wag; not go, quoth-a] 

Beau. No, sir, not go, I tell you; what the devil 
.would you have more ? 

Sir JoL Nothing, nothing, sir, but I am a gentleiQan. 

Beau^ With all my heart. 
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Sir JoL And do you think then that Fll foe uaedl 
thus? 

JBeau, Sir! 

Sir JoL T'dke away my reputation, and take away 
my life : I shall be disgraced for ever. 

Beau, I have not wronged you, sir Jolly. 

Sir JoL Not wronged me! but you shall find you 
have wronged me, and wronged a sweet lady, and a 

fine lady 1 shall never be trusted again! never have 

employment more ! I shall die of the spleen. — Pr'ythee 
now be good-natured, pr'ythee he persuaded; odd Til 
give thee thb riqg, Fll give thee this watch, 'tis gold; 
ril give thee any thing in the world; go. 

Beau. Not one foot, sir. 

SjlrJoL Now that I durst but murder him— WeH, 
ihall I ^tch her to thee? what shall I do for thee? 

Enter Lady Dunce. 

Odds fish, here she comes herself: Now, you ill* 
natured churl, now you devil, look upon her; do hut 
look upon her : what shall I say to her 2 

Beau. E'en what you please, sir Jolly. 

Sir JoL 'TIS a very strange monster this — madam^ 
jthis is the gentleman, that's he, though as one may say^ 
he's something bashful, but I'll tell him who you are. 

{Goes to Beaugard.] If thou art not ipore cruel than 
eopards, lions, tigers, wolves, or tartars^ don't break , 
my heart, don't kill me; this unkindness of thine goes 
to the soul of me, [Goes to the Lady,] Madam^ he says 
he's so amazed at your triumphant beauty, that he dares 
not approach the excellence that shines from you. 

L, Dunce. Wlmt can be the meaning of all this? 

Sir Jol. Art thou then resolved to be remorseless 7 
canst thou be insensible? hast thou eyes, hast thou a 
heart ? hast thou any thing thou should'st have ? Odd I'll 
tickle thee; get you to her, you fool; get you to her. 
to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha. 

L, Dunce, Have you forgot me, Beaugard? 
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Sir M. So now, to her again, I say ! to ber, to her, 
;Bnd 1)6 hangedi ab rc^ie! ah rogue! now, now, have 
at her; now have at her; there it goes; there it goes 
bey — boy! 

L. Dunce, Methinks this face should not so much 
be altered, as to be nothing like what I once thought 
it, the object of your pleasure, and subject of your 
praises. 

Sir Jd. Cunning toad! wheedling jade ! you shall 
see now how by degrees she'll draw him into the whirW 
pool of love : now be leers upon her, now he leers 
upon her. O law! there's eyes! there's eyes! I must 
pinch him by the calf of the leg. 

Beau, Madam, I must confess I do remember that 
I had once acquaintance with a face, whose air and 
beauty much resembled your's ; and, if I may trust my 
heart, you are called Clarinda. 

L. Dunce, Clarinda I was called, till my ill-for- 
tune wedded me ; now you may have heard of me by 
another title ; your friend there, I suppose, has mad^ 
nothing a secret to you. 

Beau, And are you then tliat kind enchanted lair- 
one, who was so passionately in love with my picture, 
that you could not forbear betraying me to the beast 
youjr iiusband, and wrong the passion of a gentleman 
that languished for you, only to make your monster 
merry 1 Hark you, madam, had your fool been worth 
it, I had beaten him, and have a month's mind to be 
exercising my parts that way upon your go-between, 
your male-bawd there. 

Sir JoL Ah lord ! ah lord ! airs spoiled again, all's 
ruined; I shall be undone for ever! Why, what a devil 
is the matter now 1 what have I done 1 what sins have 
I committed! [Aside, 

L. Dunce. And are you that passionate adorer of 
.our sex, who cannot live a week in London without 
loving? Are you the spark that sends your picture up 
and down to longing ladies, longing for a pattern of 
jrour person? 
' fieau, YeBp madami when I receive so good hostages 



330 TH'K soldier's FOBT17NK. 

as these are, [iShews the gold], that it shall be well* 
used. Could you find no body but me to play the 
fool withal? 

Sir JoL Alack-a-day! 

L. Dunce, Could you pitch lipon no body, but that 
wretched woman, that has loved you too well, to abuse 
thus? 

Sir JoL That ever I was bom ! 

Beau, Here, here, madam, Til return you your dirt; 
I scorn your wages, as I do your service. 

L, Dunce* Fy for shame ; what, refund ? that is not 
like a soldier, to refund : keep, keep it to pay your 
sempstress withal. 

Sir JoL His sempstress ! who the devil is his semp- 
stress? Odd what would I give to know that now 1 

[^Aside, 

L, Dunce, There was a ring too, which I sent you 
this afternoon ; if that fit not your finger, you may dis- 
pose of it some other way, where it may give no ocr 
casion of scandal, and you'll do well. 

Beau, A ring, madam ? 

L, Dunce, A small trifie ; I suppose sir Davy deli* 
vered it to you, when he returned ^ou your miniature. 

Beau, I beseech you, madam ! — 

h. Dunce, Farewell, you traitor. 

Beau, As I hope to be saved, and upon the word of 
a gentleman*— 

L. Dunce, Go, you are a false, ungratefiU brute; and 
trouble me no more. [Exit* 

Beau, Sir Jolly, sir Jolly, sir Jolly. 

Sir JoL Ah, thou rebel! 

Beau, Some advice, some advice, dear friend, ere 
I'm ruined* 

Sir JoL Even two pennyworth of hemp for your ho- 
nour's supper, that's all the remedy that I know. 

Beau. But pr'ythee hear a little reason. 

Sir JoL No, sir, I ha' done ; no more to be said, I 
ha' done; I am ashamed of you, I'll have no more to 
say to you; I'll never see your face again, good b'w'ye. 

[Exit Sir ^qlly. 
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Beaui Death and the (ievil! what have my stars 
teen domg to-day? a ring! delivered by sir Davy-r» 
what cao that mean? — Pox on her for a jilt, she lies, 
and has a mind to amuse and laugh at me a day or two 
longer. Hist, here comes her beast once more ; I'll 
Ufe him civillyy and try what discovery I can make. ; 

Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

SirDav, Ha, ha, ha! here's the captain's jewel; 
very well : in troth I had like to have forgotten it. Ha, 
ha, ha ! — how damnable mad he'll be now, when I shall 
deliver him his ring again, ha, ha! — Poor dog, he'll 
hang himself at least, ha, ha, ha! — Faith 'tis a very 
pretty stone, and finely set : humph ! if I should keep 
it now ? — I'll say I have lost it : no, I'll give it him 
again o*puq)ose to vex him, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Sir Davy, I am heartily sorry — 

Sir Dav, O sir, 'tis you I was seeking for, ha, ha, 
ha. What shall I say to him now to terrify him ] [Aside. 

Beau, Me, sir!— 

Sir Dav, Ay, you sir, if yonr name be captain Beau- 
gard. How like a fool he looks already ! — [Aside. 

Beau. What you please, sir. 

iStr Dav. Sir, I would speak a word with you, if 
you think fit. What shall I do now to keep my coun- 
tenance? [Aside. 

Beau. Can I be so happy, sir, as to be able to serve 
you in any thing ? 

Sir Dav. No, sir ; , ha, ha, ha : I have commands of 
service to you, sir. O lord ! ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Me, sir! ' 

Sir Dav. Ay, sir ; you sir : but put on your hat, 
friend, put on your hat ; be covered. 

Beau. Sir, will you please to sit down on this bank ? 

Sir Dav. No, no, there's no need, no. need; for all 
I have a young wife, I can stand upon my legs, sweet*^ 
heart. 

Beau, Sir, I beseech you. 

Sir Dav, By no means; I think, friend, we had 
^ome h^d words just npw; 'twas about a paltry bag*^ 
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gage, but she's a pretty baggage, and a witty baggage, 
and a baggage that-^ 

Beau, Sir, I am heaitlly ashamed of all tniade* 
meaoor on my side. 

Sir Dm, You do well; though are not you a damned 
whore-mastefi a devilish cuckold-making fellow I hem, 
here, do you see thbl here's the ring you sent a 
roguiug; sir, do you think my wife wants any thmg 
that you can help her to? — Why, Fil warrant this ring 
£ost fifty pounds ; what a prodigal fellow are you to 
throw away so much money! or didst thou steal it, old 
boy ? 1 believe thou may'st be poor. Til lend thee mo* 
ney upon't, if thou think'st fit, at thirty in the hun- 
dred, because I love thee, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Sir, your humble servant. I am sorry 'twas 
not worth your lady's acceptance* Now what a dog 
am I ! [Ande, 

Sir Dttv, I should have given it thee before, but 
iaith I forgot it, though it was not my wife's fiiult in 
the least ; for she says, us thou likest this usage, she 
hopes to have thy custom again child* Ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Then, sir, I beseech you tell her, that you 
have made a convert of me, and that I am so sensible 
of my insolent behaviour towards her — 

Sir Dav. Very well, I shall do it. 

Beau. That 'tis impossible I shall ever be at peace 
with myself, till f find some way how I may make her 
reparation. 

Sir Dav. Very good, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Arid that if ever she find me guilty of the like 
offence again — 

Sir Dav. No, sir, you had not best; but proceed; 
ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Let her banish all good opuiion of me for ever. 

Sir Dav. No more to be said: your servant; good 
b'w'ye. 

Beau. One word more, I beseech you, sir Davy. 

Sir Dav. Whaf s that 1 

Beau. I beg you tell her, that the generous rejMroof 
she has given me has so wrought upon 
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Sir Dav. Well, I will. 

Beau. That I esteem this jewel, not only as a wreck 
redeemed from my folly, but that for her sake 1 will 
preserve it to the utmost moment of my life. 

Sir Dav, With all my heart, I vow and swear. 

Beau. And that I long to convince her I am not the 
brute she might mistake me for. 

Sir Dav. Right; well, thb will make the purest 
sport. [A9ide.'\ Let me we; first you acknowledge 
yourself to be a very impudent fellow 1 

Beau. I do so, sir. 

Sir Dav. And that yoa shall never be at rest till 
you have satisfied my lady 7 

Beau^ Right, sir* 

Sir Dav. Satisfied her I very good ; ha, ha, ha ; and 
that you will never play the fool any more 1 Be sure 
yon keep your word, fiiend. 

Beau. Never, sir. 

Sir Dav. And that you will keep that ring for her 
sake, as long as you live, ha ? 

Beam. To the day of my death, Til assure you. 

Sir Dav. I protest that will be very kindly done — 
and that you long, mightily long to let her understand 
that you are another guise fellow than she may take 
you for? 

Beau. Exactly, sir, thb is the sum and end of my 
desires. 

Sir Dav. Well, Til take care of your bushiess, V\l 
do your business, I'll warrant you ; this will make the 
|)urest sport when I come home! [Aside.'\ Well, your 
servant, remember, be sure yon remember: your ser- 
vant. [Exit. 

Beau. So, now I find a husband is a delicate instru- 
ment rightly made use of; — to make her old jealous 
coxcomb pimp lor me himself, I think is as worthy a^ 
employment as such a noble consort can be put to. 

Ah were ye all such husbands and such wives. 

We younger brothers sbouM lead better lives. [ExiL 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Cavent'Gardm, 

Enter Sylvia and Courtine. 

Sylv, To fall in love, and to fell in love with a sol- 
dier! nay a disbanded soldier too; a fellow with the 
mark of Cain upon him,' which every body knows hua 
by, and is ready to throw stones at him for. 

Cwr. Danm her, I shall never enjoy her without ra- 
vishing ; if she were but very rich and very ugly, I 
would marry her. Ay, 'tis she, I know her mbchievous 
look too well to be mistaken in it — Madam. — 

Sylv. Sir. 

Cour. 'Tis a very hard case, that you have resolved 
not to let me be quiet. 

Sylv. Tis very unreasonably done of you, sir, to 
haunt me up and down every where at this scandalous 
rate ; the world will think we are acquainted, shortly. 

Cimr. But, madam, 1 shall fairly take more care of 
my reputation, and from this time forward shun and 
avoid you most watchfully. 

Syh. Have you not haunted this place these two 

hours \ 

Cour. Twas because 1 knew it to be your ladyship's 
home then, and therefore might reasonably be the place 
you least of all frequented ; one would imagine you wer» 
gone a coxcomb-hunting by this time, to some place of 
public appearance or other ; 'tis pretty near the hour^ 
^twill be twilight presently, and then the owls come aU 

abroad. 

Sylv. What need I take the trouble to go so far a 
fowling, when there's game enough at our own doorsi 

Cimr. What, game for your net, fair lady] 

Sylv. Yes, or any woman's net else, that will spread it. 

Cour. To shew you how despicably I think of the 
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business, I will here leave you presently, though I lose 
the pleasure of railiog at you. 

Siflv. Do so, I would advise you; your raillery be- 
trays your wit, as bad as your clumsy civility does your 
breeding. 

Cour. Adieu! 

<$y/v. Farewell! 

Caur, Why do not you go about your business? 

Sifh, Recause I would be sure to be rid of you first, 
that you might not dog roe. 

Cour. Were it but possible that you could answer me 
one question truly, and then I should be satisfied. 

Syh. Any thing for composition to be rid of you 
handsomely. 

Caur. Are you really very honest] look in my face, 
and tell me thai. 

Sylv. Look in your face and tell you! for whati to 
iqpoil my stomach to my supper 1 

Caur, No, but to get thee a stomach to thy bed, 
sweet-lieart ; I would if possible be better acquainted 
with thee, because thou art very ill-natured. 

Sylv. Your only way to bring that business about 
eflR^ctually, is to be more troublesome ; and if you think 
jt worth your while to be abused substantially, you 
may make your personal appearance this night. 

Caur. How? where] and when] and what hour, I 
beseech thee] 

Sylv. Under the window, between the hours of eleven 
and twelve exactly. 

Caur. Where shall those lovely eyes and ears 
Hear my plaints, and see my tears ? 

Syh. At tliat kind hour thy griefs shall end. 

If thou canst know thy foe from — friend. [-EnV, 

Caur. Here's another trick of the devil now; • under 
that window between the hours of eleven and twelve 
exactly! I am a damned fool, and must go: let me see; 
suppose I meet with a lusty beating: pish, that's nothing 
for a man that's in love; or suppose she contrive some 
way to make a public coxcomb of me, and expose me 
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to the scorn of the worid, for an example to iffl amomni 
blockheads hereafter? why if she do, I'll swear I ha^ 
lain with her; beat her relations, if they pretend to vin- 
dicate her ; and so there's one love-intrigue {wetty well 
over. [£rtf. 

Enter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermin. 

Sir Dav, Go, get you in to your lady now, and tell 
lier I am coming. 

Fer, Her ladyship, right-worshipful, is pleased not to 
be at home. 

Sir Dav, How's that? ray lady not at home! run,' 
run in and ask when she went forth, whither she is' 
gone, and who is with her; run and ask. Vermin. 

Ver» She went out in a chair presently after you this 
afternoon. 

Sir Dav. Then I may be a cuckold still for aOght I 
know : what will become of nie ? I have saiely lost, and 
ne'er shall find her more ; she promised me strictly to^ 
stay at home till 1 came back again; for aught I know 
she may be up three pair of stairs in the Temple now. 

Fer, Is her ladyship in law then, ar? 

SirDav. Or it might be taking the air as far at 
Knights-bridge, with some smooth-faced rogue or ano- 
ther: 'tis a damned liouse, that Swan; that Swan at 
Knights-bridge is a confounded house, Vermin. 

Ver, Do you think she is there tiien ? 

Sir Dav. No, I do not think she is there neither; 
but such a thing may be, you know : would that Bam- 
£lms was under water too ! there's a thousand cuckolds 
a year made at Barn-Elms by Rosamond's Ponds: the 
devil, if she should be there thb evening, my heart's 
broke. 

Enter Sir Jolly. 

Sir Jol. That must be sir Davy; ay, thafs be, tbat^s 
he, ha, ha, ha ; was ever the like heaurd oil was evtr 
any thhig so pleasant? 
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Sir Dav, Til lock ber up three days and three nights 
ivithout meat, drink, or light ; Til httmble ber in the 
devil's name. 

Sir J0I. Well, could I bat meet my friend Sir Davy» 
it would be the joyfullest news for him— 

Sir Dav, Who's there that has any thing to say to 
me? 

Sir M, Ah my friend of friends, such news, such 
tidings f 

Sir Dav. I have lost ray wife, man. 

Sir Joi. Lost her ! she's not dead, I hope I 

Sir Dav* Yes. Alas, she's |dead, irrecovehibW lost! 

SirJol. Why, I parted with her within this half hour. 

Sir Dav. Did you so, are you sure it was she? where 
was it? rU have my lord chief-Justice's warrant and a 
constable presently. 

Sir JoL And she made the purest sport now with a 
young fellow, man, that she met withal accidentally. — ' 

Sir Dav. Oh lord; that's worse and worse! a young 
fellow! — uiy wife making sport with a young fellow! 
oh lord ! here are doings, here are vagaries ! I'll run 
mad. I'll cliinb Bow-steeple presently, bestride the 
dragon, and preach cuckoklom to the whole city. 

SirJol. The best of all was, too, that it happened to 
be an idle coxcomb that pretended, to be in love with 
her, neighbour. 

Sir Dav. Indeed! in love with her! who was it? 
what's his name ? I warraut you won't tell a body — I'll 
indict him in the Crown-OiRce; no, I'll issue warrants 
to apprehend bim for treason upon the statute of Edw. 
19* Won't you tell me what young fellow it was? was 
it a very handsome young fellow, hah ? — 

Sir Jal. Haiulsome? yes, hang him; the fellow's 
liandflome enough: he is not very handsome neither, but 
he has a devilish leering hlack eye. 

Sir Dav. Oh lord ! 

Sir Joi. His face too is a good riding face ; 'tis no 
aofjt effeminate complexion indeed, but his countenance 

VOL. II. z 
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18 ruddy, sanguine, and cheerful ; a devilisli fellow in m 
corner. Til warant hira. 

Sir Dav. Bless us ! what will become of me ? Whj 
the devil did I marry a young wife? Is he very well 
shaped too, tall, straight, and proportionable, haht — 

SirJol. Tain no, he's not very tall neither, yet be is 
tall enough too : he's none of your overgrown, lubberly, 
Flanders jades, but more of the true English breed, 
well-knit, able, and fit for service, old boy ; the fellow is 
well shaped truly, very well proportioned, strong and 
active. I have seen the rogue leap like a buck. 

Sir Dav. Who can this be ] Well, and what think 
you, friend, has he been there 1 Come, couie, I'm sen- 
sible she's a young woman ; and I am an old fellow, 
troth a very old fellow, I signify little or nothing now. 
But do you think he has prevailed 1 am I a cuckold, 
neighbour ? 

Sir JoL Cuckold! what! a cuckold in Covent-gar- 
den ? no, I'll assure you, I believe her to be the most 
virtuous woman in the world; but if you had but seen — 

Sir Dav, Ay, would I had! what was it? 

Sir JoL How like a rogue she used him : first pf all 
comes me up the spark to her : madam, says he — and 
then lie bows down, thus — how now, says she, what 
would the impertinent fellow have 1 

Sir Dav, Humph! ha! well, and what then? 

Sir Jol. Madam, says he again, (bowing as he did 
before) my heart is so entirely your^s, that except you 
take pity of my sufferings I must here die at your feet. 

Sir Dav. So, and what said she again, neighbour I 
hah! 

Sir JoL Go, you are a fop. 

Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha, did she indeed? Did she say 
so indeed ? I am glad on't, troth I am very glad ou't : 
well, and what next? And how, and well, and what! 
hah !— 

Sir JoL Madam, says he, this won't do ; I am yonr 
humble servant for all this ; you may pretend to be as 
ill-natured as you please, but I shall make bold. 
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Sir Dm, Was there ever such an impudent fellow ? . 

Sir JoL With that, sirrah^ says she, you are a saucy 
jackanapes, and Fll have you kicked. 

Sir Dav. Ha, ha, ha ! Weil, I would not be un- 
married again to be an angel. 

Sir JoL But the best jest of all was, who this should 
be at last. 

Sir Dav. Ay, who indeed ! Fll warrant you some 
silly fellow or other, poor fool! 

Sir JoL E'en a scandalous rakehell, that lingers up 
and down the town by the name of captain Beaugard ; 
but he has been a bloody cuckold-making scoundrel in 
his time. 

'S'tV Dav. Hang him, sot, is it he ? I doii^t value him 
this, not a wet finger, mau ; to my knowledge she hates 
him/ she scorns him, neighbour ; I know it, I am very 
well satisfied in the point; besides, I have seen him 
since that, and have out-hectored him : I am to tell her 
from his own mouth, that he promises never to al&ont 
her more. 

Sir JoL Indeed ! 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay — 

Enter Lady Dunce, paying her Chairmdn. 

Chairinan. God bless you, madam, thank your 
honour. 

Sir JoL Hush, hush, there's my lady, I'll be gone, 
ril not be seen, your humble servant, God b'w'ye. 

Sir Dav. No faith, sir Jolly, e'en go into my house 
now, and stay supper with me, we han't supped together 
a great while. 

Sir JoL Ha ! say you so ? I don't care if I do, faith, 
with all my heart ; this may give me an opportunity to 
set all things right again. [Aside. 

Sir Dav. My dear I 

JL. Dunce, Sir! 

Sir Dav. You have been abroad, my dear, I see. 

L, Dunce. Only for a little air; truly I was almost 

Z 2 
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stifled wtriiin doors ; t hope you will not be angry^ sir 
Davy, will youl 

Sir Dav, Angry, child ! no child, not I ; what should 
I be angry fort 

L, Dunce, I wonder, sir Davy, you will serve me at 
t!us rate. Did you not promise to go in my behalf to 
Beaugard, and correct him according to my instructiona 
for his insolence t 

Sir Dav. So I did, child ; I have been with him^ 
sweet-heart; l have told him all to a tittle; I gave him 
back again the pictui'e too ; but as the devil would have 
It, J forgot the ring, faith I did. 

X. Dunce. Did you purpose, sir Sodom, to render 
me ridiculous to the man I abominate? what scandalous 
interpretation, think you, must he make of my retuning 
any trifle of his, sent me on so dishonourable tefrms? 

Sir Dav. /Re^Wy, my lamb, thon art m the right; 
yet I went back afterwards, dear heart, and did th^ 
Business to some purpose. 

L. Dunce. I am glad that you did.^ith all my heait. 

Sir Dav. I gave him his lesson, I'll warrant him. 

JL. Dunce. Lesson ! what lesson had you to give him 1 

Sir Dav. Why, I told him as he liked that usage he 
might come again ; ha, ha, ha. 

L. Dunce. Ay, and so let him. 

Sir Dav. With all my heart, 111 give him free leave, 
or hang me ; though thou would'st not imagine how the 
poor devil's altered. La you there now, but as certainly as 
I stand here, that man is troubled that be swears be shall 
Dot rest day nor night, till he has satisfied thee ; pr'ythee 
be satisfied with him if 'tis possible, my dear, pr^ythee 
do. I promised him, before I left hira» to tell thee as 
much : for the poor wretch looks so simply, I cou'd not 
choose but pity h.iro, I vow and swear, ha, na, ha. 

Sir JoL Now, now, you little witch, now you chits- 
face. 

L. Dunce. Sir Davy, I must tell you, that I cannot 
init resent your so soon reconcilement with a man that I 
bate worse than deatli, and that if you loved me with 
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lalf that tenderness which you profess^ you would not 
forget an affront so palpably and so basely offered me. 

Sir Diw. Why, chicken, where's the remedy 1 What's 
to be done? How would'st thou have me deal with 
himi 

L, Dunce. Cut his throat. 

Sir Dav, Bless us for ever ! cut his throat ! what, do 
murder ? 

L. Dunce. Murder, yes, any thing to such an in- 
corrigible en^emy of your bQUour ; one that has resolve^ 
to persist in abusing of you : see here this letter, this I 
received since I last parted with you ; just now it was 
thrown into my chair by an impudent lac)(ey pf his, 
kept o' purpose for such employments. 

Sir Dot. Let me see: a letter indeed! — For the 
Lady Dunce: damned rogue, treacherous dog, what can 
Jie say in the inside now I here's a villain. 

L, Duncfi. Yes, you had best break it open, you had 
so ; 'tis like the re^ of your discretion. 

Sir Dan. Lady, if I have an enemy, it is best for me 
to ki^ow what mischief he intends ipe ; therefoxie, with 
your leave, I will h'eak it open. 

Lf. Dunce. Do, do, to have him believe that I was 
pleased enough with it to do it myself: if you have the 
spirit of a gentlenian in you, carry it back, and dash it, 
as it is, in the face of that audacious fellow. 

Sir Jol. What can be the meaning of this now ? 

Sir Dav. A gentleman, yes, ma<bm, I am a gentle- 
man, and the world shall nnd that I am a gentleman — 
I have certainly the best wonuiu in the world. [Aside, 

L. Dunce. What do you think must be the end of all 
this } I have no refuge jla the world, but your kmdness: 
liad I a jealous husband now, how miserable must my 
life be I 

Sir Jol. Ah rogue's nose! ah devil ! ah toad! cunning 
thief, wheedling slut, 1*11 bite her by and by. 

Sir JQuv. Poor feol! no, dear, I am not jealous, nor 
never will he jjealous of thee : -do what thou wilt^ thou 
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flbalt not make me jealous: I love tbee too well io 
suspect thee. 

jL. Dunce, Ah, but how long will you do so ? 

Sir Dav. How long ? as long as I live, I warrant 
tliee, I — don't talk to a body so : I cannot hold if thou 
dost, my eyes will run over, poor fool ! poor birdsnies ! 
poor lambkin ! 

L. Dunce. But will you be so kind to me to answer 
my desires ? will you once more endeavour to make that 
traitor sensible that I have too just an esteem of ydu, 
not to value bis addresses as they deserve ? 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, I will. 

L. Dunce. But don't stay away too long, dear ; make 
what haste you can ; I shall be in pain till I see you 
again. 
* Sir Dav. My dear, my love, my babby, Til be with 
thee in a moment : how happy am I above the rest of 
men ! Neighbour, dear neighbour, walk in with my wife, 
and keep her company till I return again. Child, 
tlon't be troubled, pr'ythee don't be troubled. — Was 
there ever such a wife] well, da, da, da: don't be 
troubled, pr'ythee don't be troubled, pr'ythee don't be 
troubled, da, da. [Exit, 

Li. Dunce. Sir Jolly, sir Jolly, sir Jolly. 

Sir JoL Don't be troubled, pr^ythee don't be troubled^ 
da, da. 

L. Dunce, But, sir Jolly, can you guess whereabout 
my wandering officer may be probably found now ? 

Sir Jol. Found, lady f he is to be found, madam, he 
is to be at my house presently, lady ; he's certainly one 
of the finest fellows in the world. 

L. Dunce. You speak like a friend, sir Jolly. 
. Sir Jol, His friend, lady ? no, madam, his foe, hb 
utter enemy, I shall be his ruin, I shall undo him. 

L. Dunce, You may, if you please, then, come both 
and play at cards this evening with me for an hour or 
two ; for I have contrived it so, that sir Davy is to 
be abroad at supper to-night; he cannot possibly 
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avoid it; I long to win some of the captain's money 
strangely. 

iStr JoL Do yoa so, my gamester! Well, I'll be sure 
to bring him, and for what he carries about him, I'll 
warrant you— odd he's a pretty fellow, a very pretty 
fellow^ he has only one fault. 

X. Dunce, And what is that I beseech you, sir I 

Sir JoL Only too loving, too good-natured, that's 
all ; 'tis certainly the best-natured fool breathing, thafs 
^1 his fault. 

L, Dunce, Hist, hist, I think I see company coming ; 
if you please, sir Jolly, well go in. 

Enter Beaugard, followed by Sir Davy and 

Vermin. 

Sir Jot. Mum, mum, mum, 'tis he himself, the very 
same ; odds so, sir Davy after him too, hush, hush, hush, 
let us be gone, let us reture; do but look upon him now, 
mind him a little, there's a shape, there's an air, there's 
a motion ! Ah rogue, ah devil, get you in, get you in, I 
say ; there's a shape for you ! [Ex, JL. Dunce. 

Beau, What the devil shall I do to recover this da/s 
loss again I my honourable pimp too, my pander knight 
has forsaken me ; metbinks I am quandaried, like one 
going with a party to discover the enemy's camp, but 
had lost his gukle upon the mountains : curse on him, 
old Argos is here again ; there can be no good fortune 
towards me when he's at my heels. 

Sir Dav. Sir, sir, sir, one word with you, sir ! Cap- 
tain, Captain, noble Captain, one word, I beseech you. 

Beau, With me, friend ? 

Sir Dav, Yes, with you, my no friend. 

Beau, Sir Davy, my intimate, my bosom-physician — 

Sir Dav. Ah rogue ! damned rogue ! 

Beau, My confessor, my dearest friend I ever had*- 

Sir Dav, Dainty wheedle, here's a fellow for ye ! 

Beau, One that has taught me to be in love with 
virtue, and shewn me the ugly inside of my follies. 
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Sir Ikiv, Your humble servant. 

Beau. Is that all? if you are as cold io your love as 
you are in your friendship, sir Davy, your lady has the 
worst time on't of any one in Christendom. 

. Sir Dav. So she has, sir, when she can;iot be free 
from the insolent solicitations of such fellows as you are, sir^ 

Beau. As me, sir? why, who am I, good sir Domine 
Doddlepate? 

Sir Dav. So, take notice he threatens n^e. Til have 
him bou^d to the peace instantly ; will you never have 
remorse of conscience, friend ? have you banished ail 
shame from your soul 1 Do you consider my name is sir 
Davy Dunce ? that I have the most virtuous wife living ? 
Do you consider that ? Now how like a rogue he Iook$ 
again ! what a hang-dog leer was that! 

Beau. Your virtuous wife, sir! you are always harp- 
ing upon that string, sir Davy. 

Sir Dav, No, 'tis you would be harphig upon that 
string, sir: see you this] cast your eyes upon this, this 
letter, sir; did not you promise, this very day, to aban- 
don all manner of proceedings of this nature, tending U) 
the dishonour of me and my family } 

Beau. Letter, sir! what the devil does he mean now? 
Let me see, for the Lady Dunce ; this is no scrawl of 
mine. Til h^ sworn ; by Jove, her own hand ! what a 
dog was I ! forty to one but I had played the fool, and 
spoiled all again. Was there ever so charming a crea* 
ture breathing! — Did your lady deliver this to your 
bands, sir? 

Sir Dav. Ev'n her own self in person, sir, and bade 
me tell you, sir, that she has too just an esteem of me, 
sir, not to value such a fellow as yoM are, as you 
deserve. 

Beau. Very good : \Read8 the letter^ " I doubt not 
but this letter will surprize you'' — (in troth, and so it 
jdoes extremely) '* but reflect upon the manner of con^ 
veying it to your hand as kindly as you can." 

Sir Dav. Pi^, a damned thief, .to have it thrown mt9 
Ihe chair by a footman. 
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Beau. [Reads] '' Would sir Davy were but half so 
kind to you as I am/' [Sir Davy reads. 

Sir Dav. Say you so, you insinuating knave ? 

Beau, " But he, I am satisfied^ is so severely jealous, 
that except you contrive some way to let me see you 
this evening, I fear all will be hopeless/' 

'S'lV Dav. Impudent traitor, I might have been a 
monster yet, before I had got my supper in my belly. 

Beau. ** In order to which, either appear yourself, 
or somebody for you, half an hour hence in the Piazza, 
when more may be considered of. Adieu/' 

Sir Dav, Thanks to you, noble sir, with all my heart ; 
you are come, I see, accordingly; but, as a friend, I am 
bound in conscience to tell vou the business won't do : 
the trick won't pass, friend ; you may put up your pipes, 
and march off: Oh lord! he lie with my wife! Pugh— - 
he make sir Davy Dunce a cuckold ! poor wretch, ha, 
Jia, ha. 

Sir JoL Hist, hist, hist. 

Enter Lady Dunce, an^FoiTRBiN disguised. 

L, Dunce. That's.he, there he i^ : succeed, and be 
rewarded. 

Four. Other people may think what they please; 
but in my own opinion, I am a very pretty fellow now ; 
if my design but succeed upon this old baboon. 111 be 
.canonized. Sir, sir, sir. 

Sir Dav. Friend \ with me ? wou'd you speak with 
me, friend] 

Four. Sir, my commands were to attend your 
worship. 

Sir JoL Beaugard, Beaugard, hist, hist, here, here, 
quickly, hist. [Ex. Sir Jolly and Beaugard. 

Sir Dav, Where do you live, sweet-heart, and who 
do you belong to? 

Four. Sir, I am a small instrument of the city, I 
ffcrve the lord-mayor in his office there, 

Sjir Dav. How ! the lord-mayor? 
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Four. Yes, sir, who desires you, by all means to do 
him the honour of your company at supper this 
evening. 

Sir Dav. It will be the greatest honour I ever re- 
ceived in my life: what, my lord-mayor invite me to 
supper ? I am his lordship's most humble servant. 

Four. Yesy sir, if your name be sir Davy Dunce, as I 
have the honour to be informed it is: he desires you 
moreover to make what haste you can, for that he has 
some matters of importance to communicate to your 
honour, which may take some time. 

L, Dunce, I hope it will succeed. ' [Aside, 

Sir Dav. Communicate with me ! he does me too 
noble a favour; FU fly upon the wings of ambition to 
lay myself at his footstool : my lord-mayor sends him- 
self to invite me to supper ; to confer with me too ! I 
shall certainly be a great man. 

Four. What answer will your worship charge roe 
back withal ? 

Sir Dav. Let his lordship know, that I am amazed 
and confounded at his generosity; and that I am so 
transported with the honour he does me, .that I will not 
faU to wait on him in the roasting of an egg. 

Four. I am your worship's lowly slave. 

Sir Dav. Vermin, go get the coach ready ; get me 
the gold medal too and chain, which I took from the 
Roman-catholic officer for a popish relic : Til be fine, 
ril shine, and drink wine that's divine. My lord-mayor 
invite me to supper ! 

L. Dunce. My dearest, Fm glad to see thee returned 
in safety, from the bottom of my heart : hast thou seen 
the traitor ? 

Sir Dav. Seen him! hang him, I have seen him: 
pox on him, seen him ! 

L. Dunce. Well, and what is become of him 1 Where 
is he? 

Sir Dav. Why dost thou ask me where he is ? What 
a pox care I what becomes of him? Pr'ythee don't 
tremble me with thy impertinence, I am busy. 



THE soldier's FORTUNE. 347 

L, Dunce, You are not angry, my dear, are you 1 

Sir Dav. No, but I am pleased, and that's all one; 
very much pleased, let me tell you but that; I am only 
to sup with my lord-mayor, that's all; nothing else in 
the world, only the business of the nation calls upon me, 
that's all ; therefore, once more I say, don't be trou- 
blesome, but stand off. 

L. Dunce. You always think my company trou- 
blesome ; you never stay at home to comfort me ; what 
think you I shall do alone by myself all this evening, 
moping in my chamber? Pray, my joy, stay with me 
for once. — I hope he won't take meat my word. [Aside^ 

Sir Dav. I say again and again, tempter, stand off, 
I .will not lose my preferment for my pleasure ; honour 
is towards me, and flesh and blood are my aversion. 

L, Dunce, But how long will you stay then? 

Sir Dav, I don't know; may be not an hour, may 
be all night, as his lordship and I think fit; what's 
that to any body ? 

L, Dunce, You are very cruel to me. 

Sr Dav^ I can't help it; go, get you in, and pass 
away the time witli your neighbour ; I'll be back again 
before I die ; in the mean time, be humble and con- 
formable^ go. Is the coach ready 1 

Ver. Yes, sir. 

Sir Dav, Well, your servant; what, nothing to my 
lady mayoress 1 You have a great deal of breeding in- 
deed, a great deal! nothing to my lady mayoress? 

L, Dunce, My service to her, if you please. 

Sir Dav, Well, da, da, the poor fool cries o* my 
conscience! adieu, do you hear, farewell. [Exit, 

L, Dunce, As well as what I love cau make me. 

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble. 

Sir Jol, Madan), is he gone ? 

L, Dunce, In post-haste, I assure you. 

Sir Joi, In troth, and joy go with him. 

L. Dunce. Do you then, sir Jolly, conduct the. cap- 
tain hither, whilst I go and dispose of the femily, that 
wc may be private. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dav, Troth, I had forgot my medal and chain* 
quite and clean forgot my relic ; I was forced to come 
up these back stairs, for fear of meeting my wife again ; 
it is the troublesomest loving fool ; I must into my clo- 
setp and write a short letter too ; ^tis post-night, I had 
forgot that : well, I would not have my wife catch roe 
/or a guinea. [Exitm 

Enter Beaugard and Lady Dunce. 

Beau, Are you certain, madam, no body is this way t 
I fancy as we entered, I saw the glimpse of something 
more than ordinary. 

X/. Dunce, Is it your care of mc, or your personal 
fears, that make you so suspicious I Whereabouts was 
the apparition? 

Beau, There, there, just at the very door. 

L, Dunce, Fy for shame, that's sir Davy's cloeet ; 
and he, I am satisfied, is far enough off by this time. 
I'm sure I heard the coach drive him away. But to 
convince you, you shall see now : sir Davy, sir Davy, 
sir Davy, [knocking at the closet-door,] Look you 
there, you a captain, and afraid of a shadow ! Come» 
nr, shall we call for the cards? 

Beau. And what shall we play for, pretty one ? 

L, Dunce, E'en what you think bes^, sir. 

Beau, Silver kisses, or golden joys? Come, let us 
make stakes a little. 

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble. 

SirJol, Ah rogue, ah rogue! are you there? {lave 
I caught you in faith, now, now, now t 

L, Dunce, And who shall keep them? 

Beau, You, till sir Davy returns from nipper. 
^ L, Dunce, That may be long enough ; for our en- 
gine Fourbin has orders not to give him over suddenly, 
1 ;MMire you. 
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Beau, And is't to yourself, then, Fm obliged fbr this 
blest opportunity! Let us improye it to love's best 
advantage. 

Sir Jol. Ah— ah !— 

Beau, Let's vow eternal, and raise onr thoughts to 
expectation of immortal pleasures: in one another's 
eyes let's read our joys, till we've no longer power o'er 
oWr desires drunk with this dissolving. Oh ! 

Enter Sir Davy DtiNCE/row hU Closet. 

L, Dunce. Ah ! [Sqmake. 

Beau, By this light, the cuckold : Presto, nay then 
halloo. [Gets up, and runs awajf. 

Sir Dav. O lord, a man! a man in my wife's cham- 
ber! Murder! murder! Thieves! thieves! shut up 
my dobrs ! Madam ! madam ! madam I 

Enter Sir Jollt Jumble. 

SirJoL Ay, ay. Thieves! thieves! Murder! mur- 
der ; where neighbour, where, where 1 

L, Dunce. [Catches up Beaugard'f Sword, which he 
had left behind him in the hurry, and presents it to 
Sir Davy]. Pierce, pierce this wretched heart hard 
to the hilts ; dye this in the deepest crimson of my 
blood ; spare not a miserable woman's life, whom hea- 
ven designed to^ be the unhappy object of the most hor- 
rid usage man e'er acted. 

Sir Dav. What, in the name of satan, does she mean 
now? 

• L. Dunce. Curse on my fatal beauty ! blasted ever 
be these two baneful eyes, that could inspire a barba- 
rous villain to attempt such crimes as all my blood's tok> 
tittle to atone for : nay, you shaU hear me — 

Sir Dav. Hear you, madam ! No, I have seen too 
much, I thank you heartily ; hear you, quoth-a ! 

L. Dunce. Yes^ and before I die too, Fll be justified. 
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Sir Dav, Justified, oh lord, justified ! — 

L. Dunce. Notice being given me of your return, 
I came with speed to this unhappy place, where I have 
oft been blest with your embraces, when from be- 
hind the arras out starts Beaugard ; how he came there 
heaven knows. 

Sir Dav. Til have him hanged for burglary ; he has 
broken my house^ and broke the peaee upon my wife: 
very good. 

L. Dunce. Straight in his arms he grasped me fast ; 
with much adi^ I plunged and got my freedom, ran to 
your closet-door, knocked and implored your -aid, 
called on your name ;- but all in vain — 

Sir Dav. Hah ! 

L. Dunce. Soon again he seized me, stopped my 
mouth, and, with a conqueror's fury — 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord ! oh Lord ! no more, no more, I 
beseech thee, I shall grow mad, and very mad ! I'll 
plough up rocks and adamantine iron bars ; I'll crack 
the frame of nature, sally out like Tamerlane upon the 
Trojan horse, and drive the pigmies all like geese be- 
fore nie. Oh Lord, stop her mouth ! Well, and how? 
and what then ? stopped thy mouth ! well ! hah ! 

L. Dunce. No, though unfortunate, I still ara inno- 
cent ; his cursed purpose could not be accomplished ; 
but who will live so injured 7 No, I'll die to be re- 
venged on myself: I ne'er can hope that I may see his 
streaming gore ; and thus I let out my own — 

[Offers to run upon the Sword. 

Sir Dav. Ua, what would'st thou do, my love? 
Pr'ythee don't break my heart: if thou wilt kill, kill 
me; I know thou art innocent, I see thou art; though 
1 had rather be a cuckold a thousand times, than lose 
thee, poor love, poor dearee, poor baby. 

SirJol. Alack-a-day! — {Weeps. 

L. Dunce. Ah me ! 

Sir Dav. Ah, pr'ythee be comforted now, pr'ythee 
do ; why, I'll love thee the better for this, for all this^ 
mun; why should'st be troubled for another's ill- 
domgs] I know it was no fault of thine. 
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Sir JoL No» no more it was not, I dare swear. 

[Aside. 

Sir Dao. See, see» my neighbour weeps too ; he is 
troubled to see thee thus« 

L. Dunce. Oh, but revenge ! 

Sir Dav, Why, thou shalt have revenge ; I'll have 
him murdered ; I'll have his throat cut before to-mor- 
row morning, child : rise, now pr'ythee rise. 

Sir JoL Ay, do, madam, and smile upon sir Davy. 

L, Dunce. But will you love me then as well as e'er 
you did ? 

Sir Dav, Ay, and the longest day I live too. 

L. Dunce, And shall I have justice done me on that 
prodigious monster! 

Sir Dav. Why he shall be crows'-meat by to-mor- 
row night ; I tell thee he shall be crows -meat by mid- 
night, chicken. 

L, Dunce. Then I will live ; since so, 'tis something 
pleasant: 

When 1 in peace may lead a happy life 
With such a husband — 

Sir Dav, I with Auch a wife. [Exeunt, 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— 7%« Tavern. 

Enter Captain Beaugard, Courtink, and Dnwer. 

Draw. Welcome, gentlemen, very welcome, sir ; will 
you please to walk up one pair of stairs 1 

Beau. Get the great room ready presently ; carry up 
loo a good stock of bottles before-hand, with ice to 
cool our wine, and water to refresh our glasses. 

Draw. It shall be done, sir. Coming, coming there, 
coming : speak up in the Dolphm, somebody. 

Beau. Abf Courtine, must we be always idle ] must 
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we never see our glorioui day« again I wheii shall vft be 
roUilig in the landi of milk and honey ; encamped in large 
luxuriant vineyards, where the loaded vines clusterabout 
our tents ; drink the rich juice, jtist presC from the plnnp 
grape; feeding on all the fragrant golden frait that grow 
in fertile climes^ and ripened by the eariiest vigour of 
the sun I 

Caur, Ah, Beangard, those days have been, but now 
we must resolve to content ourselves at an faiunble rate: 
methinks it is not unpleasant to consider how I have 
seen thee in a large pavilion, drowning the heat of die 
day in Champaigne wines, sparkling sweet as those 
eharming beauties, whose dear remembrance every glass 
recorded, with half a dozen honest fellows more ; €neod% 
Beaugard; faithful hearty friends; things as faaid to 
meet with as prefermeHt here : fellows that would speak 
truth boldly, and were proud on't ; that sooraed flattery, 
loved lionesty, for 'twas their portion ; and never yet 
learned the trade of ease and lying : but now — 

Beau. Ay, now we are at hone in our natoral hives, and 
sleep like drones; but there's a gentleman on the other 
side the water,, that may make work for us 4dl one day. 

Cour. But in the mean-while — 

Beau, In the mean-while fMitience, Courtine; that is 
the EUiglishman's virtue : go to the man that owes you 
money, and tell him you are necessitated — his answer 
shall be, a little patience, I beseech you, sir: Ask a cow- 
ardly rascal satisfaction for a sordid injury done you ; 
he shall cry, alas-a-day, sir, you are the strangest man 
living, you won't have patience to hear one speak : 
Complain to a great man that you want preferment, that 
you have forsaken considerable advants^es abroad,- in 
obedience to publk edicts ; all yon shall get of him is 
Ibis, you must liave patience, sir. 

Caur, But will patience feed me, or clothe me, ov 
keep me clean? 

Beau, Pr'ythee no more hmts of poverty: 'tis sean- 
dalous ; 'sdeath, I would as soon choose to hear a soldier 
brag, as complain: dost thou want any meoeyt 
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Cour, True, indeed, I want no necessaries to keep me 
alive; but I do not enjoy myself with that freedom I 
would do ; there is no more pleasure in living at stint, 
than there is in living alone. I would have it in my 
power^ (when he needed me) to serve and assist my 
friend ; I would to my ability deal handsomely too by 
the woman that pleased me. 

Beau. Oh, fy for shame! you would be a whore- 
master, friend; goy go. Til have no more to do witli 
you. 

Cour, I would not be forced neither at any time to 
avoid a gentleman that had obliged me, for want of mo* 
ney to pay him a debt contracted in our old acquain- 
tance : it turns my stomach to wheedle with the rogue 
I scorn, when he uses me scurvily, because he has my 
name in his shop-book. 

Beau. As for example, to endure the familiarities of 
a rogue that shall cock his greasy bat in my face, when 
he duns me, and at the same time veil it to an over- 
grown deputy of the ward, though a frowzy fellmonger. 
Cour. To be forced to concur with his nonsense too, 
and laugh at his parish-jests. 

Beau. To use respects and ceremonies to the milch- 
cow his wife, and praise her pretty children, though they 
stink of their motlier, and are uglier than the issue of a 
baboon ; yet all this must be endured. 
Cour. Must it, Beaugard? 
Beau. And since 'tis so, let's think of a bottle. 
Coui\ With all my heart, for railing and drinking do 
much better together than by themselves; a private 
room, a trusty friend or two, good wine and bold truths, 
are my happiness. But where's our dear friend and in* 
timate, sir Jolly, this evening? 

Beau. To deal like a friend, Courtine, I parted with 
him but just now ; he's gone to contrive me a meeting, 
if possible, this night, with the woman my soul is most 
fond of: I was this evening just entering upon the pa- 
lace of all joy^ when I met with so damnable a disap- 
pointment — in short, that plague to all well-meaniog 
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women, the husband, came unseasomtbly, and forced a 
poor lover to hb heels^ that was fairly makbg his pro- 
gress another way, Gourtine: the story thou shall hear 
more at large hereafter. 

Ccmr, A plague on him, why didst thou not murder 
the presumptuous cuckold] saucy intruding chiwn! to 
dare to disturb a gentleman's privacies. I would have 
beaten him into sense of his transgression, enjoyed his 
wife before bis face, and taught the dog his duty. 

Beau* Look you, Gourtine, you think you are dealing 

with the landlord of your winter-quarters in Alsatia now. 

Friend, friend, there is a difference between a firee4Kmi 

English cuckold, and a sneaking wittol of a conquered 

province. 

C(mr. Oh, by all means, there ought to be a differ* 
ence observed between your arbitrary whoring, and 
your limited fornication. 

Btau, And but reason: for though we may make 
bold with another man's wife in a friendly way, yet m>- 
thmg upon compulsion, dear heart. 

Coifr. And now, sir Jolly, I hope, is to be the in- 
strument of some immortal plot ; some contrivance for 
the good of the body, and the old fellow's soul, Beau- 
gard : for all cuckolds go to heaven, that's most certain. 
Beau, Sir Jolly ! Why, on my conscience, he thinks 
it as much his undoubted right to be pimp-master-gene- 
ral to London and Middlesex, as the estate he possesses 
is : by my consent his worship should e'en have a patent 
for it. 

Cour. He is certainly the Attest for the empfoyment 
in Ghristendom ; he knows more families by their names 
and titles, than all the bell-men within and without the 
walls. 

JSfotf. Nay, he keeps a catalogue of the choicest 
beauties about town, illustrated with a particular ac- 
count of their age, shape, proportion, colour of hair 
and eyesy degrees of complexion, gunpowder spots and 
moles. 

Cam. I wish the old pander were boiiad tosatisfy mj 
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experience, what marks of good-nature my SyWia ba» 
about her. 

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble. 

Sir JoL My captains ! my sons of Mars, and imps of 
Venus ! well encountered ; what, shall we have a spark-> 
Img bottle or two, and use fortune like a jnde? Beau- 
gard, you are a rogue, you are a dog, I hate yon ; gel 
you gone, go. 

Beau, But, sir Jolly, what news from Paradise, sit 
Jolly? Is there any hopes I shall come there to-night? 

Sir JoL May be there is, may be there is not; I say 
let us have a bottle, and I will say nothing else without 
a bottle: after a glass or two my heart may open. 

C4mr. Why then we will have a bottle, sir Jolly. 

Sir Joi, Will ? we'll have dozens, and drink till we 
are wise, apd s|)eak well of nobody ; till we are lewder 
than midnight whores, and out-rail disbanded officers^ 

BeoM, Only one thing more, my noble knight, and 
then we are entirely at thy disposal. 

SirJol Well, and what's that] WhatV the business? 

Beau, lliis friend of mine here stands in need of 
thy assistance ; he^s damnably in love, sir Jolly. 

Sir Jol. In love! is he so? In love! odds my life ! Is 
she ? what's ber name ? where doe^) she live ? I warrant 
you I know her : she's in my table-book. III warrant 
you : virgin, wife, or widow? [Pulls out a table-book. 

Cour, In troth, sir Jolly, that's something of a diffi* 
cult question ; but as virgins go now, she may pass fc^ 
one of tliem. 

Sir Jol, Virgin, very good : let me see ; virgm, virgin^ 
virgin; oh, here are the virgins; truly, I meet with the 
fewest of this sort of any: w«ll, and the first letter of 
her name now 1 for a wager I giress her. 

Cour, Then you must know, sir Jolly, that I love my 
love with an S. 

Sir JoL S, S, S, O here are the Esses; let toe consider 
nOMT— Sappho. 

Cour. No, sir. 

A a 2 
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Sir M» Selinda. 

ra«r. Ncilbcr. 

Shr Jui. Sophroiiia. 

CVnrr. Yoo ronst goes again, I asoie joa. 

Sir Joi, Sjlria. 

Cmtt. Ay, ay, sir Jolly, thaf s the iadal name ; SyWia 
tbe £ur, the whty, the iU-oaturcd ; do yoa know her. 
By friend? 

Sir Jb/. Know her ! why she is my daughter, and I 
faaTe adopted her these seven yean: S3Fhna! let me look ; 
light brown hair, her face oval, and nose Roman, quick 
sparkling eyes, plump, pregnant, mby lips^ with a mole 
on her breast, and the perfect likeness of a heart- 
cherry on her left knee. Ah villain I ah sly-cap! have 
I caught yon? are you there, Ffiiith? well, and what 
•ays she? Is she coming? do her eyes betray her? does 
her heart beat, and her hubbies riae, nhen yon talk U> 
her, hah? 

Beau. Look yoo, sir Jolly, all tbingii considered, it 
may make a shift to come to a marriage in time. — 

Sir Joi. Ill have nothing to do in it ; I won't be seen 
in the business of matrimony. Make me a match- 
maker? a iiltby marriage-broker! sir I scorn it, I know 
better things: look you, ftiend, to carry her. a letter 
from you or so, upon good terms, though it be in a 
church, rn deliver it ; or when tbe business is come to 
an issue, if I may bring you handsomely together, and 
lo forth, ril serve thee with all my soul, and thank thee 
into tbe bargain; thank thee heartily, dear rogue; I 
will, you little cock-sparrow, faith and troth I wiil; but 
no matrimony, friend. Til have nothiiig to do with ma- 
trimony ; 'tis a damned invention, worse than a rnono^ 
poly, and a destroyer of civil correspondence. 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw* Gentlemen, vourroom is ready, your wme 
and ice upon the table ; will your honours please to 
ivalk in ? 
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Sir JoL Ay, wine, wine, give us wine, a pox on 
matrimony ; matrimony in the devil's name ! 

Cour. But if an honest harlot or two chance to 
enquire for us, friend — 

Sir JoL Right, sirrah, if whores come never so many, 
give 'em reverence and reception, hut nothing else ; let 
nothing hut whores and bottles come near us, as you 
tender your ears. 

[Tkey go loithin the Scene, where is discovered 
a Table, with Bottles. 

Beau. Why, there's, there's the land of Canaan now in 
little ; bark you, Drawer, dog, shut, shut the door, sirrah, 
do you hear] Shut it so close that neither cares nor 
nec^sities may peep in upon us. 

Eater Sir Davy Dunce, Fourbin, Bloody-Bonbs, 

and Drawer. 

Four. Bloody-Bones, be sure to behave yourself 
handsomely, and like your profession ; shew yourself a 
cut-throat of parts, and we'll fleece him. 

Bloodi/'JB. My lady says, we must be expeditious; 
sir Jolly, has given notice to the captain by this time, so 
that nothing is wanturg but the management of this 
over-grown gull to make us hectors at large, and keep 
the whore fortune under. 

Draw. Welcome, gentlemen. Very welcome, sir; 
will't please yon to walk into a room 1 Or shall I wait 
upon your honours' pleasure here ? 

Sir Dav. Sweet-heart, let us be quiet, and bring us 
wine hither : so — [Sits down* 

From this moment, war, war, and mortal dudgeon 
against that enemy of my honour, and thief of my good 
name, called Beaugard. You can cut a throat upon 
occasion, you said, friend I 

Four. Sir, cutting of throats is my hereditary voca- 
tion; my father was hanged for cutting of throats 
before me, and my mother for cutting of purses. 

Sir Dav. No more to be said ; my courage is mounted 



35t THF SOIiMBR'S VORTimB. 

Uke a little FVvnchniaii upon « great hone, aod ni hk^e 
bim murdered. 

Fomr, Murdered you Bay, sir? 

Sir Dav, Ay, murdered I say, sir ; Ms fiice flayed oW, 
and nailed to a post in my great hall in the country, 
amongst all the other trophies of wild beasts slain by 
our family sinee the Conquest ; there's never a whore^ 
master's head tiiere yet. 

four. Sir, for that let me recommend this worthy 
iriend of mine to your service; he's an indus- 
trious gentleman^ and one that will deserve your fa- 
vour. 

Sir Dav. He looks but something ruggedly, though^ 
methinks. 

Four, But, sir, his parts will atone for his person ; 
forms and fashions are the least of his study : he affects 
a sort of philosophical negligence incieed ; but, sir, 
make trial of him, and you'll find bim a person fit for 
the work of this world. 

Sir Dav, What trade are vou, friend T * 

Bloody B. No trade at all, friend ; I profess murder: 
rascally butchers make a trade on't ; 'tis a gentleman's 
divertiseiiient. 

Si^ Dav. Do you profess murder! 

Bloody-B. Yes, sir, 'tis my livelihood : I keep a 
wife and six children by it. 

Sir Dav. Then, sir, here's to you with all my heart. 
Wou'd 1 had done willi these fellows ! [Aside. 

Four. Well, sir, if you have any service for us, I 
desire we may receive your gold and your instructions 
so soon as is possible. 

Sir Dav. Soft and fair, sweet-heart ; I love to see a 
little how I lay out my money : have you very good 
trading iiow-a-days in your way, friend T 

Bloody-B* In peaceable times a man may eat and 
drink comfortably upout : a private murder done hand- 
aomely, is worth money; but now that the nation'!i 
unsettled, there are so many general undertakers^ that 
'tis grown almost a monopoly ; you may have a mfiii 
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mardered almost for little or nothings aod nobody t'Ser 
kuow who did it neither^. 

Sir Dav* Pray what countryman are yoiil wbera 
were you bom, most noble sir? 

JBlooify'B. Indeed my countiy is foreign, I was bom 
in Algiers; my mother was an apostate Qreek, my 
father a renegade Englishman, who by oppressing of 
Christian slaves grew rich ; for which, when he lay sick» 
I murdered him one day in his bed ; made my escape 
to Malta, where, embracing the &ith, I had the hooouf 
given me to command a thousand horse aboard the 
gallies of that state. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord, sir! my humble service to yott 
again. 

Four, He tells you, sir, but the naked truth. 

Sir Dav. I doubt it not in tlie least, most worthy sir* 
These are devilish fellows. Til warrant 'em. [Aside. 

Four. War, friend, and shining honour has been our 
province, till rusty peace reduced us to this base ob« 
seurity. Ah Bloody-Bones ! ah, when tliou and I com* 
manded that party at the siege of Philipsburgh I where; 
in the face of the army, we took Uie impenetrable 
half-moon. 

Bloody-B. Half-moon, sir ! by your favour 'twas a 
whole moon. 

Four, Brother, thou art in the right; 'twas a fill 
moon, and such a moon, sir ! — 

iS^iV Dw. I doubt it not in the leasts gentlemen ; but, 
in the meanwhile, to our basiitess. 

Foiwr. With all my heart, so soon as you please. 

Sir Dav. Do you know thisBeaugard? He's a devilish 
fellow, I can tell you that ; he's a captain. 

Four. Has he a heart, think you, sir I 

Sir Dav. O, like a lion ! he fears neither god, mxuk^ 
nor devil. 

Bloody-B. Ill bring it yon for your breakfast to* 
morrow : did you never eat a man's heart, sir I 

* This probably refers to that myttcrioui event th« mirder of 
sir Edmunoibury Godfrey, in 1678. 
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Sir Dav. Eat a niaii*s heart, friend 1 

Four. Ay, ay, a man's heart, sir, it makes abscv 
lately the best ragout in the world : I have eai^n forty 
of 'em in my time without bread. 
.. Sir Dav, O Lord, a man's heart! my. humble service 
to you both, gentlemen. 

Bloody-B. Why, your Algerine pirates eat nothing 
else at sea ; they have them always potted up like veni- 
son: your well-grown Dutchman's heart makes an excel- 
lent dish with oil and pepper. 

Sir Dav, O Lord, O Lord! frieiul, fiiend, a word 
with you : how much must you and your companion 
bave to do this business] 

Four, What, and bring you the heart home to your 
house? . 

. Sir Dav, No, no, keeping the heart for your own 
gating. I'll be rid of 'em as soon as possible I can, 

\Ahide, 

Four, You say, sir, he's a gentleman ? — 
' •.Sir Dav, Ay, such a sort of gentlemi^n as are about 
this town : tlie fellow has a pretty handsome outside ; 
but I believe little or no money in his pockets. 

Four, Therefore we are like to have the honour to 
receive the more from your worship's bounty, 

Bloody-B, For my part, I care for no man's bounty : 
I expect to have jny bargain performed, and I'll make 
as good a one as I can. 

Sir Dav, Look you, friend, don't you be angry, friend, 
don't be angry, friend, before you have occasion : you 
^ay you'll have — let's see how much will you have now 
1 — I warrant the devil and all, by your good will. 

Four, Truly, sir Davy, if, as you say, the man must 
be well murdered, without any remorse or mercy ; betwixt 
Xurk and Jew, 'tis honestly worth two hundredpouuds. 

Sir Dav, Two hundred pounds! why I'll have a phy- 
sician shall kill a whole family for half the money. 

Bloody-B, Damme, sir, how do ye mean 1 

Sir. Dav, Damme, sir, how do I mean? Damme, 
fit, not to part with my money. 
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Bloody-B. Not part, brother? 

Four, Brother, the wight is improvable, aud this 
must be borue withal. 

Bloody-B, Have I for this dissolved Circean charrfis? 
Broke iron durance; whilst from these firm legs 
The well-fird, useless fetters dropp'd away. 
And left me master of my native freedom! 

Sir Dav. What does he mean now 1 

Four. Truly, sir, I am sorry to see it with all my 
heart; 'tis a distraction that frequently seizes him, 
tliough I am sorry it should happen so unluckily at this 
time. 

Sir Dav. Distracted, say you! is he so apt to be 
distracted ] 

Four. Oh, sir, raging mad; we that live by murder 
are ail so ; guilt will never let us sleep. I beseech you, 
sir, stand clear of him, he's apt to be very mischievous 
at these unfortunate hoprs. 

Bloody- B, Have I been drunk with tender infants' 
blood. 
And ripp'd up teeming wombs? Have these bold hands 
Ransack'd the temples of the gods, and stabb'd 
Tlie priest) before their altars I Have I done this? hah? 

Sir Dav. No, sir, not that I know, sir, I would not 
say any such thing for all the world, sir: worthy gentle- 
man, I beseech you, sir, you seem to be a civil j^erson, 
I beseech you, sir, to mitigate his passion, I'll do any 
thing iu the world; you shall command my whole 
estate. 

Four. Nay, after all, sir, if you have not a mind to 
have him quite nmrdered, if a swinging drubbing to 
bed-rid liim, or so, will serve your turn, you may have 
it at a cheaper rate a great deal. 

Sir Dav. Truly, sir, with all my heart; for metliinks, 
now I consider matters better, I would not by any 
means be guilty of another man's blood. 

Four. Why, then let me conisider — to havebim beaten 
si|)>stantially, a beating that will stick by him, will cost 
vou— half the money. 
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Sir Dav. What, one hundred pounds! sare the 
devil's in you, or you would not be so unconscionable* 

Bloody-B. The devil! wherel where is the devil? 
sliew me; 
I'll tell thee, Belaebub, thou'st broke thy covenant ; 
Didst thou not promise me eternal plenty, 
When I resigned my soul to thy allurements 1 

Sir Dav, Ah, Lord! 

Bloody^B. Touch me not yet; Fve yet ten thousand 
murders 
To act before I'm thine: with all those sins 
I'll come with full damnation to thy caverns 
Of endless pain, and howl with thee for ever. 

Sir Dav. Bless us ! what will become of this mortal 
body of mine? Where am i 1 b tliis a house I do I live I 
am I flesh and blood ? 

Bloody-B. There, there's the fiend again! don't 
chatter so. 
And grin at me; if thou must needs have fHiey, 
Take here, take him, this tempter that would bribe me 
With shining gold, 
To stain my hands with new iniquity. 

Sir Dav, Stand off, I charge thee, satan : where- 
soe'er thou art, thou hast no right nor claim to me ; III 
have thee bound ui necromantic charms. Hark yon, 
friend, has the gentleman given his soul to the devil 1 

Favr. Only pawned it a little ; that's all. 

Sir Dav, Let me beseech you, sir, to despatch, and 
get rid of him as soon as you can. I would gladly 
drink a bottle with you, sir, but I hate the devil's eom-* 
pany mortally : as for the hundred pounds, here, it is 
ready : no more words, I'll submit to yoar good-nature 
and dbcretion. 

Four, Then, wretch, take this, and make thy peace 
with the infernal king ; he loves riches, sacrifice and be 
at rest. 

Bloody-B, Tis done. Hi follow thee» lead on ; nay» 
if thou smile, I'll more defy thee ; fee, h^ Aim. [E9Hm 

Four. Tb very odd, this. 
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Sir Dav. Very odd, indeed ; rm glad he's gone, 
though. 

• Faw. Now, sir, if you please, we'll refresh our- 
selves with a cheerful glass, and so ehacun chtz lui — I 
would faui make the gull drunk a little, to put a little 
mettle into him. [Aside, 

Sir Dav. With all my heart, sir; but no more, 
words of the devil, if you love me. 

Four. Tlie devil's an ass, sir, and here's a health to 
all those that defy the devil. 

Sir Dav. With all my heart, and all his works too. 
Four. Nay, sir, you must do me right, I assure you. 
Sir Dav. Not so full, not so fiill, that's too much 
of all conscience : in troth, friend, these are sad times, 
very sad times ; but here's to you. 

Four. Pox o'the times, the times are well enough, 
60 long as a man has money in his pocket. 

Sir Dav. Tis true, here [ have been bargaining with 
you about a murder, but uever consider that idolatry is ' 
coming in full speed upon the nation. Pray what re- 
ligion are you of, friend I 

Four. What religion am I of, sir ? Sir, your hum- 
ble servant. 

Sir Dav. Truly a good conscience is a great happi- 
ness; and so I'll pledge you, hemph, hemph. But 
shan't the dog be murdered this night ? 

Four. My brother rogue is gone by this time to set 
him, and the business shall be done effectually, I'll war- 
rant you. Here's rest his soul. 

Sir Dav. With all my heart, faith ; I hate to be un- 
charitable. 

Enter Courtjne and Drawer. 

Cour. Look yon, 'tis a veiy impudent thing not to 
be drunk by this time : shall rogues stay in taverns to 
sip pints, and be sober, when honest gentlemen are 
4|ruiik by gallons! I'll have none on't. 

Sir Dofi* Oh Lord, who's there 1 

[SUs up in his Chair. 
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Draw. I beseech your honour, our hou:e will be ut- 
terly ruined by this means. 

Cour. Damn your house, your wife and children, 
and all your family, you dog. — Sir, who are you 1 

[To Sir Davy. 

Sir Dav. Who am I, sir? what's that to you, sir? 
Will you tickle my foot, you rogue ? 

Cour. V\{ tickle your guts, you poltroon, presently. 

Sir Dav. Tickle my guts, you mad-cap ? I'll tickle 
your toby, if you do. 

Cour. What, with that circumcised band ? that grave 
hypocritical beard, of the reformation-cut ? Old fellow, 
I believe you are a rogue. 

Sir Dav. Sirrah, you are a whore, an arrant bitch- 
whore ; ril use you like a whore ; I'll kiss you, you 
jade ; I'll ravi§h you, you buttock ; I am a justice of 
the peace, sirrah, and that's worse. 

Cour. Damn you, sir, I care not if yoii were a con 
stable and all his watch : what, such a rogue as you 
send honest fellows to prison, and countenance whores 
in your jurisdiction for bribery, you mongrel! Fll beat 
you, sirrah. Til brain you; Fll murder you, you moon- 
calf. [TTirows the Chair after him. 

Sir Dav. Sir, sir, sir, constable, watch, stocks, stocks^ 
stocks, murder — [Exit. 

Cour. Huzza, Beaugard! 

Enter Beaugard and Str Jolly Jumble. 

Four. Well, sir, the business is done, we have bar- 
gained to murder you. 

Beau. Murdered! who's to be murdered, ha. Four- 
bin ? 

Sir Jol. You are to be murdered, friend ; you shall 
be murdered, friend. 

Beau. But how am I to be murdered 1 who's to mur- 
der me, I beseech you ? 

Four. Your humble servant, Fourbin; I am the 
man, with your worship's leave : sir Davy has given me 
thb gold to do it handsomely. 



THB soldier's FORTUNB. S65 

Beau. Sir Davy! uncharitable cur; what! murder 
an honest fellow for being civil to his family ! What 
can tliis mean, gentlemen 1 

Sir Jol. No, 'tis for not being civil to his family, 
that it means, gentleman ; therefore are you to be nmr- 
dered to-night, and buried a-bed with my lady, you 
Jack Straw you. 

Beau, I imderstand you, friends ; tlie old gentleman 
has designed to have me butchered, and yoU have 
kindly contrived to turn it to my advantage in the af- 
fair of love. I am to be murdered but as it were, gen- 
tlemen, hah 7 

Four. Your honour has a piercing judgment. Sir, 
captain Courtine's gone. 

Beau, No matter, let him go : he has a design to 
put in practice this night too, and would perhaps but 
spoil our's. But when, sir Jolly, is thb business to be 
brought about ? 

Sir JoU Presently, His more than time 'twere done 
already; go, get you gone, I say; hold, hold, let's 
see your left ear first, hum — ha — you are a rogue, 
you're a ro^^ue ; get you gone, get you gone, go. 

\JEtXeunt. 

SCENES — Changes to Covent-garden Piazza. 

Enter Sylv i A and her Maid in the Balcony, 

Maid, But why, niadanv ^iH you use him so inhu- 
manly ? I'm confident he loves you. 
.. Sylv. Oh ! a true lover is to be found out like a true 
saint, by the trial of his patience. Have you the cords 
ready ? 

Maid. Here they are, madam. 

Sylv. Let 'em down, and be sure when it comes to 
trial, to pull lust!ly. Is Will the footman ready? 

Will. At your ladyship's command, madam. 

Sylv. I wonder he should stay so long, the clock has 
struck twelve. 
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Enter Covrtine. 

Courtine sing$. 

And was she not frank and free, 
And was she not kind to me ? 
1 o lock up her cat in her cupboard. 
And give tier key to me, to me: 
To lock up her cat in her cupboard. 
And give her key to me. 

Syh. This must be he : ay, 'tis he, and as I am » 
virgin, roaring drunk ; but if I find not a way to make 
him sober — 

Cour. Here, here's the window : ay, that's hell-door, 
and my damnations in the inside. Sylvia, Sylvia, 
Sylvia ; dear imp of satan, appear to thy servant. 

Sylv. Who calls on Sylvia in this dead of night. 
When rest is wanting to her longing eyes 1 

Cour. Tis a poor wretch can hardly stand upright, 
Drimk with thy love, and if be folk be lies» 

Syh. Courtuie, is'tyoul 

Coiir. Yes, sweet-heart, 'tb I ; art thou ready for me? 

Sylv. Fasten yourself to that cord there; there, 
there it is. 

Cwr. Cord! where? Ob, oh, here, her«; 5o now 
to heaven in a string. 

Syh. Have you done? 

Comr. Yes, I have done, child, and woald fain be 
doing too, hussy. 

Syh. Then pull away, boa up, hoa up, hoaup: so, 
avast there, sir. 

C(0tir. Madam? 

Syh. Are you very much in love, sir? 

Cowr, Oh, damnably, child, damnably. 

Syh* I am sorry lor't with ail my heart: goodf 
night, captain. 

Cemr. Ha, gone! what, left in ErasmusTs paradise^ 
between heaven and bell ? if the constable should tak% 
lae now for a straggling monkey hung by the loins, and 
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hunt me with his cry of watchmen ! ah woman, wo- 
map» woman! weU, a roenry life and a short, tha^a all. 

[Singt:] 

God prosper long oar noble king. 
Our lives and safeties all. 

I am mighty loyal to-night. 

Enter FouRBiN and Bloody-Bones, as from Sir 

Davy Duncr'a House. 

Fow. Murder, murder, murder ! help, help, murder! 

Caur, Nay, if there be murder stirring, 'tis high 
time to shift for myself. lClmh$ up to the Balcony. 

J^lv. [Squeaking] Ah! 

Bloody-a. Yonder, yonder he comes ; murder, mur- 
der, murder. [Exeunt Blood, and Fourbui. 

Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dav. Tw very late ; bat murder is a melancholy 
business, and night is fit for't. TU go home. [Knocks. 

Ver. [WUhin] Who's there) 

Sir Dav. Who's there? open the door, you whelp 
of Babylon. 

Ver. Oh, ^r \ you're welcome home ; but here is the 
saddest news ! here has been murder committed, sir. 

Sir Dav. Hold your tongue, yon fool, and go to 
sleep ; get you in, do your hear; you talk of nrardcr, 
you rogue 1 you meddle with state afiairsi get yoa in. 

The Scene opens in the middie of the House, and disco^ 
vers Sir Joi^LY Jumblb and the Latfy pnUing 
Beaugaro in order, as if he were dead. 

Sir JoL Lie still, lie still, you knave, close, close 
wliea I bid yon : you had best quest*, and spoil the 
^Hirt, you bad ! 

* (^#— make a noise ; (tpenr^ Lat.) an unusual word in our 
baguagtk 
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Beau. Bat pray how long niusit I lie thusl 

L. Dunce. Til warrant you you'll think the time 
mighty tedious. 

Beau. Sweet creature, who can counterfeit death 
when you are near him? 

Sir Jol. You shall, sirrah, if a hody desires you a 
little, so you shall ; we shall spoil all else, all will be 
spoiled else, man, if you do not : stretch out longer, 
longer yet, as long as ever you can. So, so, hold your 
breath, hold your breath ; very well. 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. Madam, here comes sir Davy. 

Sir Jol. Odds so, now close again as I told you, 
close, you devil, now stir if you dare ; stir but any part 
about you if you dare now ; odd 111 hit you such a rap 
if you do ; lie still, lie you still. 

Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dav. My dear, how dost thou do, my dear ? I 
am come. 

L. Dunce. Ah, sir, what is't you've done? youVe 
ruined me ; your family, your fortune, all is ruined ; 
where shall we go, or whither shall we fly ? 

Sir Dav. Where shall we go ! why, well go to bed, 
you little jackadandy : why, you are not a wench, you 
rogue, you are a boy, a very boy, and I love you the 
better for't: sirrah, hey! — 

£.« Dunce. Ah, sir, see there. 

Sir Dav. Bless us 1 a man ! and bloody ! what, upoa 
my hall-table ! 

L. Dunce. Two ruffians brought him in just now, 
pronounchig this inhuman deed wah done by ^our com- 
mand : sir Jolly came in the same minute, or sure I had 
died with my distractmg tears. How could you think 
•D a revenge so horrid ] 

iSfr Dav* As I hope to be saved, neighbour, I only 



THK SOLBIBIR's FORTUNE; S69 

bargained with 'em to bastidado htm in a way, or do, as 
one friend might do to another I but do you say that he 
is dead ? . . 

Sir JoL Dead^ dead as clay ; stark stxS and useless 
all, nothing about him stirring, but all's cold and still ; 
I knew him a lusty fellow once, a very mettled fellow ; 
'tis^ a thousand pities! 

Sir Dav. What shall I do? Til throw myself upon 
him, kiss his wide wounds, and weep till blind ad 
buszardv 

L, Dunce. Oh, come not near him, there's such 
horrid antipathy follows all murders, his wounds would 
stream afresh should you but touch him. 

Sir Dav. Dear neighbour, dearest neighbour, friend, 
Mr Jolly, as you love charity, pity my wretched case, 
and give me counsel ; Til give my wife and all my 
estate to have him live again ; or shall I bury him in 
the arbour, at the upper end of the garden 1 

Sir JoL Alas-a-day, neighbonr, never think on'f, 
never think ou't ; the dogs will iind him there, as they 
scrape holes to bury bones in ; there is but one way that 
I know of^ 

Sir Dav4 What is it, dear neighbour^ what is it ? 
You see I am upon my knees to you, take all I have, 
and ease me of my fears. 

Sir JoL Truly the best thing that I can think of, U 
putting of him to bed, putting him into a warm bed^ 
and try to fetch him to life again ; a warm bed is the 
best thing in the world; my lady may do niuch.Joo, 
she's a good woman, and as Fve been told, understands 
a green wound well. 

Sir Dav. My dear, my dear, my dear ! 

JL. Dunce. Bear me away, oh send me hence far off^ 
where my unhappy name may be a stranger ; and this 
sad accident no more remembered to my dishonour. 

Sir Dav, Ah, but my love I my joy ! are there no 
bowels in thee ] 

L. Dunce. What would you have me do ? 

Sir Dav. Pr'ythee do so much as try thy skill; there 

VOL. II. B b 
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naj be one dram of life left in faim yet ; take him up 
to dij chamber, put him into thj own bed, and tiy 
what thott canst do with him; pr'ythee do: if thon 
canst bat find motion in him, all raaj be well yet ; 
111 go np to my closet in the ganet, and say my piay* 
en in the mean while* 

L. Ihmce. Wiil ye then leave this niin on my hands? 

Str Hot. Pray, pray my dear; I beseech you neigh- 
bonr, help to persuade her if it be possible. 

SirJol, Faith, madam, do, try what you can do; 
I have a great hncy you may do him good; who can 
tell but you may have the gift of strolungi pray, ma* 
dam, be persuaded. 

L. Dunce. FIl do whate'er^s your pleasure. 

Sir Dot. That's my best dear: FIl go to my closet 
and pray for thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this 
should happen — [£jrtl. 

Beau. So, is he gone, madam, my angel ! 

Sir JoL What, no thanks, no reward for old Jolly 
now? Come hKher, hussy, yon little canary-bird, you 
little bop o'my thumb, come hitlier: make me a curtesy, 
and give me a kiss now, hah! give me a kiss I say; odd 
I will have a kiss, so I will, I will have a kiss if I set 
on't ; sfaoogb, shoogh, get you into a corner when I bid 
you, shoogh, shoogh, shoogh, what there already? 
\Shegotg to Beaugard.] Well I ha' done, I ha' done; 
this 'tis to be an old fellow now. 

Beau, And will you save the life of him you've 
wounded? 

L. Dunce. Dare you trustyourselfto my skill fora cure? 

[Sir Davy appears ai a window above. 

Sir JoL Hist! hist! Close, close, I say again, yonder's 
sir Davy, odds so ! 

Sir Dav, My dear! my dear! my dear! — 

L. Dunce. Who's that calls? my love, ist you? 

Sir Dav, Ay, some comfort, or my heart's broke! are 
there any hopes yet ? I've tried to say my prayers, and 
cannot: if he be quite dead, I shall never pray again! 
Neighbour, no hopes? 
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Sir Jol. Truly Iktie or none; some small pulse I think 
there is left, very little: there's nothing to be done if 
you don't pray : get you to prayers whatever you do, 
get you gone ; nay, don't stay now, shut the window I 
tell you. 

Sir Dav. Well, this is a gfeat trouble to me; but 
good-night. 

Sir JoL Crood^niglit to you, dear neighbour : — Get 
ye up, get ye up, and begone into the next room pre- 
sently, make haste : [To Beaugard and Lady Dunce] 
but don't steal away till I come to you ; be sure ye 
remember, don't ye stir till I come; pish, none of this 
bowing and fooling, it but loses time ; I'll only bolt the 
door that belongs to sir Davy's lodgings, that he may 
be safe, and be with you in a twinkle : Ah — so, now 
for the door, very well, friend, you are fast. 

[Doha the Door* 

[Sings:'] 

Bonny lass gan thoo wert mine, 

And twenty tboosand poonds about thee, &c. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

CouRTiNE hound on a Couch tn Sylvia'* Chamber, 

Cour. Heigho! heigho! ha! Where am I? Was I 
drunk or no, last night 1 Something leaning tiiat way. 
But where the devil am I? sincerely in a bawdy-house: 
fogh! what a smell of sin is here! Let me look about; 
if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Practice of Piety in 
the room, I am sure I have guessed right. What's the 
matter now? tied fast! bound too! What tricks have I 

Bb 2 
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played to come into this condition 1 I have lighted into 
the teiritories of some merrily-disposed chamber-maid 
or other ; and she in a witty fit, forsooth, hath trussed 
me up thus: has she pinned no rags to my tail, or 
chalked me upon tlie back trow 1 Would I had her mis- 
tress here at a venture I 



Enter Sylvia and M-did, 

Syh. What would you do with her, my enchanted 
knight,, if you had her 7 you are too sober for her by 
this time: next time you get drunk, you may perhaps 
venture to scale her balcony tike a valiant captain as 
you are^ 

Cour, Hast thou done this, my dear destruction? 
and am I in thy limbo? I must confess, when I am in 
my beer, my courage does run away with me now and 
then: but let me loose, and thou shalt see what a gentle 
humble animal thou hast made me. Fy upon*t! what 
tie me up like au ungovernable cur to the frame of a 
table : let, let thy poor dog loose, thai he may fawn 
and make much of thee a little. 

Syh, What, with those paws which you have been 
ferreting Moor-jfields withal, and are very dirty still? 
after you have been daggling yourself abroad for prey, 
and can meet with none, you come sneaking hither for 
a crust, do you ? 

Maid, Shall I fetch the whip and the bell, madam, 
and slash him for his roguery soundly ? 

Cour. Indeed, indeed! Do you long to be ferkiugof 
man's flesh, madam flea-trap ? Does the chaplain of the 
family use you to the exercise, that you are so ready 
for it? 

S^lv. If you should be let loose, and taken into 
favour now, you would be for rambling again so soon 
as you had got your liberty. 

Cour. Do but try me, and if ever I prove recreant 
more, let me be beaten and used like a dog in good 
earnest. 
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Sylv. Promise to grant me but one requeBt, and it 
shall be done. 

Cour, Hear me but swear. 

Sylv. That any body may do fen thousand times 
a-day. 

Ccur. Upon the word of a gentleman; nay, as I hops 
to get money in my pocket. 

Sylv. There I believe him, Lelye; you'll keep your 
word you say ? . 

Cwr, If I don% hang me up in that wench's old 
garters. 

Sylv, See, sir, you have your fneedom. 

Cour, Well, now name the pace ; what I must pay 
for't? 

Sylv. Yon, know, sir, considering our small acquain- 
tance, you have been pleased to talk to me very freely 
of love-matters. 

Cour, I must confess, I have been something to blame 
tliat way ; but if ever thou hearest more of it from my 
mouth after this night's adventure — would I were well 
out of this house! , 

Sylv, Have a care of swearing, I beseech you; for 
you must understand that, spite of my teeth, I am at 
last fallen in love most unmercifully. 

Caur. And dost thou imagine I am so hard-hearted a 
villain as to have no compassion of theel 

Sylv, No, for I hope he's a man you can have no 
exceptions against. 

Cour. Yes, ves, the man is a man, I'll assure you, 
that's one comfort. 

Sylv. Who do you think it may be now? try if you 
can guess him. 

Cour, Whoever he is, he's an honest fellow, I'll war- 
rant bun, and I believe will not think himself very un- 
happy neither. 

Sylv. If a fortune of five thousand pounds, pleasant 
nights, and quiet days, can make him happy, I assure 
you he may be so ; but try once to guess at him* 

Ccur. But if I should be mistaken ? 
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Sph, Why, who is it yoa would wish tne to? 

Cour. You have £ve thousand pounds ymi say ? 

St/lv, Yes. 

Caur. Faith, child^ to deal honestly, I know well 
enough who 'tb I wish for ; but, sweet4)eart, be^re i 
tell you my inclinations, it were but reasonable that I 
knew your's. 

Si/h. Well, sir, because I am confident yon will stand 
my friend in the business, Fll make a discovery; and to 
hold yon in suspense no longer, you must know I havi: a 
month's mind to an arm- full of your dearly- beloved 
friend and brother captain ; what say you to't? 

Cottr» Madam, your humble servant; good bw'ye^ 
that's all. 

Stfh, What thus cruelly leave a lady that so kindly 
took you in, in your last niglit's pickle, into her lodging? 
whither would you rove now, my wanderer? 

Comr. Faith, madam, you have dealt ao gallantly in 
tnisting me with your passion, that I cannot stay here 
without telling you, that I am three times as nrach in 
love with an acquaintance of your's, as you can be with 
any fHend of mine. 

Si/h. Not with my waitiug-woman, I hope, sir. 

Cour. No, but it is with a certain kinswoman of thine, 
child ; they call her my lady Dunce, and I think this is 
her house too; they say she will be civil opon a good 
occasion, therefore, pr'ythee be charitable, and shew the 
way to her chamber a little. 

Sj/lv. What, commit adultery, captain ? fy upon't I 
what, hazard your soul ? 

Cour, No, no, only venture my body a little, that's 
all ; look you, you know the secret, and may imagine 
my desires, therefore as you would have me assist your 
inclinations, pray be civil and help me to mine : look 
you, no demurring upon the matter, no qualms, but 
she5^' me the way, or you, hussy, you shall do't; any 
bawd will serve at present, for I will go. 

Sy/t>. But you shan't go, sir. 

jCcwr. Shan t go, lady? 
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Syh^ No, shan't go, sir; did I not tell you when once 
you bad got your liberty, that you would be rambling 
again? 

Cour, Why, child, would'st thou be so uncharitable 
to tie up a poor jade to an empty rack in thy stable^ 
when he knows where to go elsewhere, and get proven- 
der enough ? 

Sylv, Any musty provender, I tind, will serve your 
turn, so you have it but cheap, or at another man's 
charges. 

Ccur. No, child, I had rather my on should graze in 
a field of my own, than live hide-bound upon the com- 
mon, or run the hazard of being pounded every day for 
trespasses. 

Sylv, Truly, all things considered, 'tis a great pity so 
good a husbandman as you should want a farm to cul- 
tivate. 

Cimr, Would'st thou be but kind, and let me have a 
bargain in a tenement of thine, to try how it would 
agree with me. 

Syh. And would you be contented to take a lease for 
your life 1 

Cour. So pretty a lady of the manor, and a moderate 
rent ! 

Sylv, Which you'll be sure to pay very punctually ? 

Ccur, If thou doubtest my honesty, faiUi e'en take a 
little earnest before-hand. 

Sylv, Not so hasty neither, good tenant; Imprimis, 
you shall oblige yourself to a constant residence, and 
not, by leaving the house uninhabited, let it run to re- 
pairs. 

Cow.. Agreed. 

Sylv. Item, for your own sake you shall promise to 
keep the estate well fenced and inclosed, lest some time 
or other your neighbour's cattle break in and spoil th6 
crop on the ground, friend. 

Citmr. Very just and reasonable, provided I don't find 
it He too much to common already. 

Syh. Item, you shall enter into strict covenant not to 
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take au^ other farm upon 3rour hands^ without my eon^ 
sent aud approbation ; or if you do, that tlien it shaU 
be lawful for me to get me another tenant, how and 
where I think fit, 

Cour. Faith, that's something hard though, let me teM 
you b^t that, landlady. 

Si/lv. Upon these terms, we'll draw articles. 

Cour. And when shall we sign 'era ] 

Siflv- Why, this morning^ as soon as the ten o'clock^ 
office in Covent-garden is open. 

Cour. A bargain ; but how will you answer your en- 
tertainmepjt of a drunken ^ed-coat in ypur lodgings at 
these unseasonable hours? 

Si/lv. That's a secret you will be hereafter obliged to 
keep for your own sake ; and for the family, your friend 
Beaugard shall answer for us there. 

Cour. Indeed I fancied the rogue had mischief in his 
head, he behaved himself sof soberly last night ; has he 
tajkrn a farm lately too 1 

Si/lv. A trespasser, I believe, if the truth were known, 
upon the provender you would faiu have been biting at 
just now. 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. Madam, madam^ have a care of yourself: I 
see lights in the great hall ; whatever is the matter, sir 
Pavy and all the family are up. 

jCour, I hope they'll come, an4 catch pie here : well, 
now you have brought me into this condition, what will 
you do with me, hah ? 

Si^lv. You won't be contented for a-while to be tied 
jiip like a jade to an empty rack without hay, will youl 

Cour. Faith e'en take me, and put thy mark upon me 
.quickly, that if I light in strange hands they may know 
lue for a sheep of thine. 

Si/lv. What, by your wanting a fleece do you mean ? 
If it must be so, come follow your shepherd, B a a a. 

[Exeunt, 
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Enter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermik. 

Sir Dav, I cannot sleep, I shall never sleep again : I 
bave prayed too so long» that were I to be hanged pre- 
sently, I have never u prayer left to help myself: I was 
no sooner lain down upon the bed just now, and fallea 
.into a slumber, but methought the devil was carrying 
ine down Ludgate-hill a-gallop, six puny fiends with 
flaming fire-forks running before him like link-boys, to 
throw me headlong into Fleet-ditch, which seemed to 
be turned into a lake of fire and brimstone: would it 
were morning. 

Ver. Truly, sir, it has been a very dismal night. 

Sir Dav, But didst thou meet never a white thing 
upon the stairs] 

Ver, No, sir, not I ; but methoughts I saw our great 
dog Towzer, with his great collar on, stand at the ceU 
lar-dopr as I came along the old entry. 

Sir Dav, It could never be, Towzer has a chain ; had 
this thing a chain on ? 

Ver, N09 sir, no chain, but it had Towzer's eyes for 
^11 the world. 

Sir Dav, What, ugly, great, frightful eyes? 

Ver, Ay, ay, huge saucer eyes, but mightily like 
Towzer's. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! hark! hark! 

Ver, What ! what I beseech you, sir ? 

Sir Dav. What's that upon the stairs] Didst thou hear 
nothing] Hist, hark, pat, pat, pat, hark, hey ! 

Ver. Hear nothing ! where, sir ? 

Sir Dav. Look! look! what's that] what's that in 
Xhe corner there] 

Ver, Where? 

Sir Dav, There. 

Ver. What, upon the iron chest ? 

Sir Dav. No, the long black thing up by the old 
clock-case. See ! see ! now it stirs, and is coming thisway. 

f^er, Aias, sur, speak to it, you are a justice o'peace. 
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I beseech you ; I dare not stay in the house : 111 call 
the watdi, and tell 'em bell's bfoke loose ; what shall I 
dol oh! [Exit. 

Sir Dan, Oh VemiR, if thou art a true senrant, have 
pity on thy master, and do not forsake me in this dis- 
tressed ooBdition. Satan begone, I defy thee. 111 re- 
pent and be saved. Til say my prayers. 111 go to church ; 
help! help f help! Was there any thing, or no ! in what 
Me shall I Ude myself ? [ExH. 

Enter Svrh^ixix Jumble, Fourbin, and Bloody- 

Bones. 

Sir M. That should be sir Davy's voice; the 
waiting-woman, indeed, told me he was afraid and could 
not sleep ; pretty fellows, pretty fellows both ; you've 
done your business haudsomely ; what, I'll warrant you 
have been a whoring together now ; ha ! You do well, 
you do well, I like you the better fm-'t: what's o'clock ? 

Four, Near four, sir ; 'twill not be day yet these two 
hours. 

Sir Jd. Very well, but how got ye into the house? 

Four, A ragged retainer of the family. Vermin I 
think they call him, let us in as physiciaus sent for by 
your order. 

Sir JoL Excellent rogues ! and then I hope aH things 
are ready, as I gave directions 1 

Four, To a tittle, sir; there shall not foe a more 
critical observer of your worship's pleasure than your 
humble servant the chevalier Fourbin. 

Sir Jol, Get you gone, you rogue, you have a sharp 
nose, and are a nimble iidlow ; I have no more to say to 
you, stand aside, and be ready wheu I call: here he 
comes ; hist» hem, hem, hem. 

Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

SirDav. Hah ! what art thou 1 
Approach tiwu like the ruggec^ Bttokside bear. 
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The Eist-Cheap bull, or monster shown in faur, 
Take any shape but that, and TU confront thee^. 

Sir JoL Alas, unhappy man I I am thy friend. 

Sir Dav. Thou canst not be my friend, for I defy 
^tbee. Sir Jolly I Neighbour! hah I is it you? are you 
sure it is youf are you yourself? if you be, give me 
your hand. Alas-a-day» I ha' seen the devil. 

Sir Jgl, The devil, neighbour ? 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, there's no help for't; at first I 
fancied it was a young white bear's cub dancing in the 
shadow of my candle ; then it was turned to a pair of 
blue breeches with wooden legs on, stampt about (he 
loom, as if all tlie cripples iu town bad kept their 
reudezvoos there ; wliea, all of a sudden, it appeared 
like a leathern serpent, and with a dreadful clap of 
thunder flew out of the window. 

Sir JoL Thunder I Why I heard no thunder. 

Sir Dav. That may be too ; what, were you asleep I 

Sir JoL Asleep^ quoth-a^ no, no; no sleeping this 
night for me, I assure you. 

Sir Dat. Well, what's the best news then? How 
does the man ? 

Sir JoL Ev'n as he did before he was born, nothing 
at all ; he's dead. 

Sir Dao. Dead ! What, quite dead ? 

Sir JoL As good as dead, if not quite dead ; 'twas « 
horrid murder! and then the terror of conscience, 
ne^hbour. 

Sir Dav. And truly I have a very terrified one, 
friend, though I never found I had any conscience at all 
till now. Pray where-about was his death's w^mnd ? 

Sir JeL Just here. Just under his left pap, a dreadful 
gash. 

Sir Dot. So very wide? 

Sir JoL Oh, as wide as my hat, you might have seen 
bis liH^, liver and heart, as perfectly as if you had been 
;n his Mly. 
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Sir Dav, Is there no way to have him privately 
buried, and conceal this murder? Must I needs be 
hanged by the neck like a dog, neighbour? Do I look 
as if I would be banged? 

Sir JoL Truly, sir Davy, I must deal faithfully with 
you, you do look a little suspiciously at present ; but 
have you seen the devil, say you ? 

Sir Dav, Ay, surely it was the devil, nothing else 
could have frightened me so. 

Sir JoL Bless us, and guard us all the angeb ! what's 
that? 

Sir Dav. Potestaii gempiterna cujus benevoleniiS 
servantur gentes, Sf cujus nUsericordid — 

[Kneels, holding up his hands, and muttering as if 
he prayinl. 

Sir JoL Neighbour, where are you, friend, sir Davy? 

Sir Dav, Ah, whatever you do, be sure to stand 
close to me : where, where is it ? 

Sir JoL Just, just there, in the shape of a coach and 
six horses against the wall. 

Sir Dav. Deliver us all, he won't carry me away in 
that coach and six, will he ? 

Sir JoL Do you see it ? [Exit Sir Jol. 

Sir Dav. See it ! plain, plain : dear friend, advise me 
what I shall do: sir Jolly, sir Jolly, do you hear nothing? 
Sir Jolly, ha ! has he left roe aloue. Vermin ? 

Ver. Sir? 

Sir Dav. Am I alive ? Dost thou know mc ag«o? 
Am I thy quondam master, sir Davy Dunce ? 

Ver. I hope I shall never forget you, sir. 

Sir Dav. Didst thou see nothing ? 

Ver. Yes, sir, methought the house was all o'fire, as 
it were. 

Sir Dav. Didst thou not see how the devils grinned 
and gnashed their teeth at me? Vermin! 
' Ver. Alas, sir, I was afraid one of 'em would have bit 
off my nose, as he vanished out of the door. 

Sir Dav. Lead me away, I'll go to my wife. 111 die 
by my own dear wife ; run away to the Temple^ and 
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call Coansellor, my lawyer, I'll make over ray estate 
presently, I shan't live till noon ; FU give all I have to my 
wife. Hah, Vermin ! 

Ver, Truly, sir, she's a very good lady. 

Sir Dav. Ah much, much too good for me. Vermin ; 
thou canst not imagine what she has done for me^ 
man ; she would break her heart if I should give any 
thing away from her, she loves me so dearly. Yet if I 
do die, thou shait have all my old shoes. 

Ver. I hope to see you live many a fair day yet 
though* 

Sir Dav. Ah, my wife, my poor wife, lead me to my 
poor wife. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE draws, and discovers Beauoard, and Lady 

Dunce, in her Chamber, 

JL, Dunce, What thiuk you now of a cold wet march 
over the mountains, your men tired, your baggage not 
come up, but at night a dirty watry plain to encamp 
upon, and nothing to shelter you, but an old leaguer 
cloak as tattered as your colours'? Is not this much 
better now, than lying wet, and getting the sciatica? 

Beau, The hopes of this made all fatigue easy to 
me; the thoughts of Clarinda have a thousand limes 
refreshed me in uiy solitude! whene'er I marched, I 
fancied still it was to my Clariuda ; when I fought, I ima- 
gined it was for my Clarinda; but when I came home, 
and found Clarinda lost ! — How could you think of 
wasting but a night in the rank, surfeiting arms of this 
foul-feeding monster, this rotten trunk of a man, that 
lays claim to you 1 

L, Dunce, The persuasion of friends, and the au- 
thority of parents ! 

Beau, And had you no more grace, than to be ruled 
by a father and mother 1 

L. Dunce. When you were gone, that should have 
given me better counsel, how could I help myself? 

Beau, liethiuks, then, you might have found out 
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shift to luLve tlirowB away yonnelf i^ioii^ 
than Kuneoos old nge, aod anwholesooie defonnity. 

Xm Dwmee. What, upon some over-grown, fall-fed 
country fool, with a horBe-^ce, a great ugly head, aud 
a great fine estate 1 one tliat should have been drained 
and squeesed, and jolted up and down the town in 
hackneys with cheats and hectors, and so sent home at 
three o'clock every morning, like a lolling booby, stink- 
ing, with a belly-full of stummed wine, and nothing io's 
pockets. 

Beam, You might have made a tractable beast of 
soch a one ; he would have been young enough for 
fnuninsr. 

L. Dunce, Is youth then so gentle, if age He stub- 
bom? Young men, like springs wrought by a subtle 
workmaji, easily ply to what their wishes press 'em; 
but the desire once gone that kept 'em down, they soon 
start straight again, and no sign's left which way they 
bent before. [Sir J oWy at the d(wr peeping. 

Sir Joi, So, so, who liays I see any thing now? I 
see nothing, not I ; I don't see, I don't see, I don't 
look, not so much as look, not I. [Enters. 

Enter Sir Davt Dunc^. 

Sir Dav. I will have my wife, carry lue to my wife, 
let me go to my wife. 111 live aud die with my wife, 
let the devil do liis worst; ah, my wife, my wife, my 
wife! 

L, Dunce, Alas ! alas ! we are ruined ! shift for 
yourself; counterfeit the dead corpse once more, or 
any thing. 

Sir Dav. Hah ! whosoe'er thou art thou canst not 
cat me I speak to me, who has done this ? Thou canst 
not say I did it» 

Sir Jol. Did it? did what? Here's nobody says you 
did anv thing that I know, neighbour; what^ the mat- 
ter with you ? what ails you? whither do you go? whi- 
ther do you run? I tell you here's nobody says a word 
to you. 



THE soldier's FOUTUNE. 583 

Sir Dav, Did you not sec the ghost just now ? 

Sir JoL Ghost ! pr'ythee now« here's no ghost ; whi- 
ther would you go ? I tell you, you shall not stir one 
loot farther man, the devil take me if you do. Ghost! 
prNthee here's no ghost at all, alittle flesh and blood, 
indeed, there is, some old, some young, some alive, 
some dead, and so forth; but ghost I pish, here's no 
ghost. 

Sir Dav, But sir, if I say I did see a ghost, I did see a 
ghost, an you go to that; why sure I know a ghost when 
I see one: ah my dear, if thou hadst but seen the devil 
half so often as I have seen him! 

L. Dunce, Alas, sir Davy ! if you ever loved me, 
come not, oh come not near me ; I have resolved to 
waste the short remainder of my life in penitence, and 
taste of joys no more. 

Sir Dav. Alas, my poor child ; but do you think 
there was no ghost indeed 1 

Sir JoL Ghost! Alas-a-day, what should a ghost do 
here? 

Sir Dav. And is the man dead ? 

Sir Jol, Dead, ay, ay, stark dead, he's stiff by this 
time. 

L, Dunce, Here you may see the horrid ghastly spec- 
tacle, the sad efiects of my too rigid virtue, and your 
too fierce resentment — 

-S'tV Jol, Do you see there 1 

Sir Dav, Ay, ay, I do see, would I had never seen 
him ; would he had lain with my wife in every house 
between Charing-cross and Aldgate, so this had never 
happened. 

Sir Jol. In truth, and would he had; but we are all 
mortal, neighbour, all mortal; to-day we arc here, 
to-morrow gone ; like the shadow that vanisbeth, like 
the grass that withereth, or like the flower that fadeth ; 
or indeed like any thing, or rather like oothioy; : but 
we are all mortal. 

Sir Dav. Heigh I 
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L, Dunce. Down, dowu that trap-door, it goes into^ 
a bathiDg-room; for the rest^ leave it to my conduct. 

[Beaugard descends^ 

Sir JoL Tis very unfortunate, that you should run 
yourself into this premunire, sir Davy. 

Sir. Dav. Indeed, and so it is. 

Sir Jot. For a gentleman, a man in authority, a 
person in years, one that used to go to church with his 
neighbours. 

Sir Dav. Every Sunday truly^ sir Jolly. 

^tV Jol. Pay scot and lot to the parish. 

Sir Dav. Six pounds a year to the very poor, without 
abatement or deduction : 'tis very hard if so good a 
commonwealthVman should be brought to ride in a 
cart, at last, and be hanged in a sun-shiny morning to 
make butchers and suburb-apprentices a holiday ; 111 
e'en run away. 

Sir Jol, Run away! why then your estate will be for- 
feited ; you'll lose your estate, man. 

Sir Dav. Truly you say right, friend; and a man* 
had better be half hanged than lose his estate, you 
know. 

Sir Jol. Hanged !no, no, I think there's no great 
fear of hanging neither: what, the fellow was but a 
sort of an unaccountable fellow^ as I heard you say. 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, pox on him, he was a soldierly 
sort of a vagabond ; he had little or nothing but his sins 
to live upon : if I could have had but patience, he 
would have been hanged within these two months, and 
all this mischief saved. 

[Beaugard rises up like a Ghost at a trap-^oor, 
just be/ore Sir Davy. 
Oh Lord ! the devil, the devil, the devil ! 

[Falls upon hisface^ 

Sir JoL Why, sir Davy, sir Davy, what ails youl 
what's the matter with you I 

Sir Dav. Let me alone^ let me lie still ; I will not 
look up to see an angel; oh-h-h ! 
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L. Dunce. My dear, wby do you do these cruel Hangs 
to affr^bt me 1 Pray rise and speak to me. 
Sir Dav, I dare not stir, I saw the ghost again just 

DOW. 

L. Duiue. Ghost again! what ghost 1 where? 

6tf* Dav. Why, there ! there ! 

Sir JoL Here has been no ghosts 

Sir Dsv, Why, did you see nothing then? 

L. Dunce* See nothing! no, nothing but one another. 

Sir Dav. Then I ain enchanted, or my end is near a| 
hand, neighbour ; for heaven's sake, neighbour, advise 
me wliat I shall do to be at rest. 

Sir M, Do ! why, what think you if the body were 
removed ? 

iSir Dtuf, Removed ! Td give a hundred pound the 
body were out 'of my house ; may be then the devil 
wou'd uot be so impudent. 

Sir JoL I have discovered a door-place in the wall 
bet^vixt my lady's chamber and one that belongs to me ; 
it' you thuik tit we*ll beat it down, and remove thi» 
troublesome lump of earth to my house. 

Sir Dav, But will you be so kind ) 

Sir JoL If yoo thkik it may by any oieans be ser- 
viceable to you. 

Sir Dm, Truly, if the body were removed, and dis^ 
posed of privately, that no more might be heard of the 
matter — 1 hope lie'll be as good as his word. [Aside ^ 

Sir Joi. Fear nothins, I'll warrant you; but in troth 
I had utterly forgot one thing, utterly foigot it. 

Sir Dav. What's that 1 

Sir JoL Why, it will be absolutely necessary that 
your lady staid with me at my house for one day, till 
things were better settled. 

Sir Dtm, Ah, sir Jolly ! whatever you think tit ; any 
thing of mine that you have a mind to ; pray take lier, 
pray take her, you shall be very welcome. Hear you, 
my dearest, there is but one way for us to get rid of 
tliis untoward business, and 6ir lolly has found k out ; 
therefore by bH means go along with him, and be ruled 
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by him ; and whatever sir Jolly would have thee do, 
e'en do it : so heaven prosper ye^ good-bVye^ good- 
bVye, till I see you again. [Ejni, 

Sir JoL This is ct>rtainly the civilest cuckold in city, 
town, or country. 

^€iitf. Islie gone? [Steps out ^ 

L. Dunce. Yes, and has left poor me here. 

Beau, In troth, madam, 'tis barbarously done of him^ 
to commit a horrid murder on the body of an innocent 
poor fellow, and then leave you to stem the danger of 
it. 

Sir JoL Odd, an I were as thee, sweet-heart, I'd be 
revenged on him for it, so I would. Go, get ye to 
gether, steal out of the house as softly as you can, I'll 
meetve in the Piazza presently; go, be sure ye steal 
eut or the house, and don't let sir Davy see you. 

\The Scene shuts, and Sir Jolly comes forward,. 

Enter Bloody-BoN£S» 

Bloody-Bones! 

Bloody^B. I am here, sir. 

Sir JoL Go you and Fourbin to my house presently; 
bid monsieur Fourbiu remember that all things be 
ordered according to my directions* Tell my maids, 
too, I am coming home in a trice; bid 'em get the 
great chamber, and the banquet I spoke for, ready 
presently. And, d'ye hear^ carry the minstrels with ye 
too, for I'm resolved to rejoice this morning. Let me 
see Sir Davy] 

Enter Sir Davy Dunck. ' 

Sir Dav. Ay, neighbour, 'tis I; is the business done I 
I cannot be satisfied till I am sure: have you removed 
the body I is it gone ] 

Sir JoL Yes, yes, my servants conveyed it out of 
the house just now. Well, sir Davy, a good morning 
to you: I wbb you your healthy with all my heart, sir 
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Davy; the first thing you do though, Fd have you say 
your prayers by all means, if you can. 

Sir Dttv. If I can possibly, I will. 

SirJol Well, good-bVye, [Exit Sir Jolly. 

Sir Dav. Well, good-b'w'ye heartily, good neigh- 
bour. — Vermin, Vemiin. 

Enter Vermin^ 

Ver» Did your honour call 1 

Sir Dav. Go run, run presently over the square^ 
and call the constable presently; tell him here's murder 
committed, and lliat I must speak with him instantly—- 
ril e'en carry him to my neighbour's, that lie may find 
the dead body there, and so let my neighbour be very 
fairly hanged in my stead; hah! a very good jest, as I 
hope to live, ha, ha, ha ! hey, what's that ? 

Watchmen at the Door. ^ 

Almost four o'clock, and a dark cloudy morning; 
good-morrow, my masters all, good-morrow ! 

Enter Constable and Watch. 

Const. How's this, a door open! Come in, gentlemen 
— Ah, sir Davy, your honour's humble servant ; I and 
my watch, going my morning-rounds, and finding your 
door open, made bold to enter, to see there were ao 
danger. Your worship will excuse our care; a good 
moniing to you, sir. 

Sir Dav, Oh, Mr. Constable, I'm glad you're here ; 
I sent my man just now to call you. I have sad news 
to tell you, Mr. Constable. 

Const. I am sorry for that, sir ; sad news ! 

Sir Dav. Oh, ay, sad news, very sad news truly : 
here has been murder committed. 

Const. Murder! if that's all, we are your humble ser* 
vants, sir, well bid you good-morrow: murder's nothing 
at this ^ime o'night in Covent-garden, 
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Sir Dat. Oh, bnt this is a horrid, bloody murdrr, 
done under my nose; I cannot but take notice of it; 
though I am sorry to tell you the authors of it, Tery 
sorry truly. 

Const Was it commitljed here near band? 

Sir,* Dav, Oh, at the very next door; a sad murder 
indeed. After they had done, they carried the body 
privately into my neighbour sir Jolly's house here; I am 
sorry to tell it you, Mr. Constable, for I am afraid it 
will look but scurvily on his side; though I am a justice 
o'pcace, gentlemen, and am bound by my oath to t^e 
notice of it ; I can't help it. 

1 Watch, I never liked that sir Jolly. 

Const, He threatened me t'other day for carrying a 
little, dirty, draggle-tailed ^hore to Bridewell, and said 
she was his cousin, sir. If your worship, thinks fit, we'll 
go search his house. 

Sir Dav, Oh, by all means, gentlemen, it must he 
so; justice must have it's course; the king's liege sub- 
jects must not be destroyed. Vermin, cariy Mr. Con- 
stable and his dragons into the cellar, and make 'em 
drink ; Til but step into my study, put on my face of 
authority, and call upon ye instantly. 

AH Watch, We thank your honour. [Exeunt, 

SCENE — Changesto Sir JohhY Jumblk's. A Banquet. 

Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Beaugard, end Lady 

Dunce. 

SirM. So, are ye come? I am glad on't; odd 
you're welcome, very welcome, odd ye ^re ; here's a 
small banquet, but I hope 'twill please you; sit ye 
down, sit ye down both together; nay, both together : 
a pox o'him that parts ye, I say. 

Beau. Sir Jolly, this might be an entertainraent for 
Antony and Cleopatra, were they living. 

Sir Jol. Pish I a pox of Antony and Cleopatra, they 
are dead and rotten long ago; come, come, time's bwt 
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^ort, time's but short, and must be made the best use 
<of ; for 

Youth's a Aow'r that soon does fade, 

And life is but a span ; 
Man was fur the woman made, 

And woman made fur man. 

iVhy now we can be bold, and make merry, and frisk 
.and be brisk, rejoice, and make a noise, and — odd, I 
am pleased, mightily pleased, odd I am. 

L. Dunce. Really, sir Jolly, you are more a philoso- 
pher than 1 thought you were. 

Sir JoL Philosopher, madam ! yes, madam, I have 
read books in my time; odd Aristotle, in some things, 
Jiad very pretty notions, he was an understanding fel- 
low. Why don't ye eat, odd, an ye don't eat — here 
child, here's some riiigoes, help, help your neighbour 
a little ; odd they are very good, very comfortable, 
very cordial. 

beau. Sir Jolly, your health. 

Sir JoL With all my heart, old boy. 

X,. Dunce. Dear sir Jolly, what are these ? I never 
tasted of these before. 

Sir JoL That ! eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid you; 
odd, 'tis the root Satyrion, a very precious plant, I gather 
'em every May myself; odd, they'll make an old fellow 
of sixty-nve cut a caper like a dancing-master ; give me 
some wine: madam, here's a health, here's a health, 
madam, iiere^s a health to honest sir Davy, faith and 
troth, ha, ha, ha ! [Dance. 

Enter Bloody-Bones. 

Bloody-B. Sir, sir, sir ! what will you do ? yonder's 
vthe constable and all his watch at the door, and threatens 
demolishment, if not admitted presently. 

Sir JoL Odds so! odds so! the constable and his 
l^ratch I whafs ,to be done nowt get you both into the 
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alcove therei get ye gone quickly, quickly; no noise^ no 
noise; d'ye hear: the constable and bis watch! a pox 
on the constable and his watch; what the devil have 
the constable and his watch to do here t 

Enter Constable, Watch, and Sir Davt Dunce. 
Scene shuts. Sir Jolly Jumble comes forward. 

Const. This way,, this way, gentlemen; stay one of 
ye at the door, and let nobody pass, do you hear 1 Sir 
Jolly, your servant. 

Sir JoL What ! this outrage, this disturbance com- 
mitted upon my house and family ; sir, sir, sir ! what 
do you mean by these doings, sweet sir \ boh I — 

Const. Sir, having received information, that the body 
of a murdered man is concealed in your house, I am 
come, according to my duty, to make search and dis- 
cover the truth. — Stand to my assistance, gentlemen. 

Sir JoL A murdered man, sir ? 

Sir Dav. Yes, a murdered man, sir : sir Jolly, sir Jollv, 
I am sorry to see a person of your character and figure m 
the parish, concerned in a murder, I say. 

Sir JoL Here's a dog! here's a rogue for you ! here's 
a villain ! here's a cuckoldy son of his mother ! I never 
knew a cuckold in my life, that was not a false rogue 
in his heart ; there are no honest fellows living but 
whore-masters. Hark you,' sir, what a po.x do you 
mean 1 you had best play tbe fool, and spoil all, you 
bad ; what's all this for'? 

Sir Dav. When your worship comes to be hanged, 
you'll find the meaning on't, sir. I say once more, 
search the house. 

Const. It shall be done, sir ; come along, friends. 

[Exeunt Constable and Watch. 

Sir JoL Search my house ! O Lord ! Search my 
house! what will become of me? I shall lose mv repu- 
tation with man and woman, and nobody will ever 
trust me again: O Lord! search my house! all will be 
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discovered, do what I can ! FU sing a song like a dying 
swan, and try to give them wamiog. 

Go from the window, my love, my love, my love. 

Go from the window, my dear ; 

The wind and the rain 

Have brought 'em back again, 

And thou canst have no lodging here *. 

O Lord ! searcli my house ! 

Sir Dav. Break down that door, I'll have that door 
broke open ; break down that door, I say. 

[Knocking within. 

Sir JoL Very well done, break down my doors! 
break down my wallv, gentlemen ! plunder my house ! 
ravish my maids! Ah, curst be cuckolds, cuckolds, 
constables, and cuckolds. 

SCENE draws, and discovers Beaugard and Lady 

Dunce. 

Beau. Stand off, by heaven the first that comes here 
comes upon his death. 

Sir Dan, 8ir, your bumble servant, I'm glad to see 
you are alive again with all my heart : gentlemen, here's 
no harm done, gentlemen, here's nobody murdered, 
gentlemen, the man's alive again, gentlemen ; but here's 
my wife, gentlemen, and a tine gentleman with her, 
gentlemen ; and Mr. Constable, I hope you'll bear me 
witness, Mr. Constable. 

Sir JoL That he's a cuckold, Mr. Constable. [Aside. 

Beau, Hark ye, ye curs, keep off from snapping at 
my heels, or I shall so feag!:^e ye. 

Sir JoL Get ye gone, ye dogs, ye rogues, ye night* 
toads of the parish dungeon ; disturb my house at these 
unseasonable hours ! get ye out of my doors, get ye 
^one, or I'll braui ye, dogs, rogues, villains ! 

[Exeunt Constable and Watch. 

• This ballad occurs often in the pLays of Beaumont and 
Fletcher ; particularly in <' Monsieur Thomas.** 
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Beau, And next for yoa, m Coxcomb, yot see I aliiF 
not murdered, thou|^ you paid well for the per- 
fomiaiice ; what think you of bribing my own man to 
butcher me ? 

Enter Fourbin and Bloody-Bokbs. 

Look ye, sir, he can cut a throat upon occasion, and 
here's another dresses a man's heart with oil and pepper, 
better than any cook in Christendom. 

Four. Will your worship please to have one for your 
breakfast this morning ? 

Sir Dav, With ail my heart, sweet-heart, any thing' 
in the world, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha ! this is the 
purest sporty ha, ha, ha ! 

Enter Vermin. 

Ver. Oh, sir, the most unhappy and most unfortunate 
news ! Tliere has been a gentleman in madam Sylvia's 
chamber all this night, who, just as yon went out of 
doors, carried her away, and whither Uiey are gone 
nobody knows. 

Sir Dav. With all my heart, I am glad,on*t, child, I 
would not care if he had carried away my house and 
ail, man. Unhappy news, quoth-a ! poor fool, he does 
not know I am a cuckold, and that any body may 
make bold with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha ! I am 
so pleased, ha, ha, ha! I think I was never so pleased iu 
all my life before, ha, ha, ha ! 

Beau, Nay, sir, I have a hank upon you ; there are 
laws for cut-throats, sir; and as you tcncher your future 
credit, take this wronged lady home, and use her hand- 
somely, use her like my mistress, sir, do you mark me I 
that when we think fit to meet again, 1 hear no com- 
plaint of you ; this must be done, friend. 

Sir Jol. In trotli, and it h but reasonable, very rea- 
sonable in troth. 

L. Dunce^ Can you, my dear, forgive me one jjvsfor* 
tune? 
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Sir Dav. Madam, in one wprd, I am thy ladyship's 
most humble servant and cuckold, sir Davy Dunce, 
knight, living in Covent-gafden ; ha, ha, ha ! well this 
is mighty pretty, ha, ha, ha ! 

Enter Sylvia, foll&wed by CotrRTii^B. 

Sylv, <Sir Jolly, ah sir Jolly, protect me or Tra ruined. 

Sir Jol, My little mmikin, is it thy squeak ? 

Beau, My dear Courtine, welcome. 

Sir Jol. Well, child, and what would that wicked 
fellow do to thee, child 1 liah child, child, what would 
he do to thee 1 

Syh. Oh, sir, he has most inhumanly seduced me 
out of ray uncle's house, and threatens to marry me. 

Caur. Nay, sir, and she having no more grace before 
her eyes neither, has e'en taken me at my word. 

Sir Jol. In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: 
I don't like these marriages, FU have no marriages in 
my. house, and there's an end on't. 

Sir Dav. And do you intend to marry my niece, 
friend 1 

Cour. Yes, sir, and never ask your consent neither. 

Sir Dav. In troth, and thafs very well said: I am 
glad on't with all my heart, man, because she has jfive 
thousand pounds to her portion, and my estate's bound 
to pay it ; well, this is the happiest day, ha, ha, ha ! 

Here take thy bride, like man and wife agree, 
And may she prove as trae — as niine to me. 

Ha, ha, ha ! 

Beau. Courtine, I wish thee joy: thou art come op- 
portunely to be a witness of a perfect reconcilemenf 
between me and that worthy knight, sir Davy Dunce ; 
which to preserve inviolate, you must, sir, before we 
part, enter into siich covenants for performance as I 
shall think fit. 

Sir Dav. No more to be said, it shall be done, 
sweet-heart: but don't be too hard upon me; use me 
gently, as thou didst my wife ; gently, ha, ha, ha I a. 
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Tery good jest, Tfaitb, ha, ha, ha ! or if he ahould be 
cruel to nie, gentlemen, and take this advantage over 
a poor Cornuto, to lay me b a prison, or throw me in 
a dungjcon, at least — 

I4iope amongst all you, sirs, I shan't fail 
To npd 00^ brother-cuckold out for bail. 

[Exeunt jDmnes, 



EPILOGltE. 



With the discharge of passions much opprest. 

Disturbed in brain, and pensive in his breast, . 

Full of those thoughts which make th' unhappy sad^ 

And by imagination half grown mad, 

The poet led abroad his mourning muse. 

And let her range, to see ^hat sport she'd choose. 

Straight like a bird got loose, and on the wing, 

Plea^d with her freedom she began to sing; 

Each note was echoM all the vale along. 

And this was what she utter'd in her song: 

Wretch, write no more for an uncertain ^me^ 

Nor call thy muse, when thou art dull, to blame : 

Consider with thyself how thou'rt unfit 

To make that monster Of mankind, a wit: 

A wit's a toad, who, swell'd with silly pride. 

Full of himself, scorns all the world beside ; 

Civil wou'd seem, tho* he good manners lacks^ 

Smiles on all faces, rails behind all backs. 

If e'er good-naturM, nought to ridicule, 

Good-nature melts a wit into a fool : 

Placed high like some jack-pudding in a hall^ 

At Christmas revels he makes sport for all. 

So much in little praises he delights. 

But when he's angry, draws his pen, and writes : 

A wit to no man will his dues allow ; 

Wits will not part with a good word that's due : 

So whoe'er ventures on the ragged coast 

Of starving poets, certainly is lost^ 

They rail like porters at the penny-post. 

At a new author's play see one but sit^ 

Making his snarling froward face of wit, 

The merit he allows, and praise he grants, 

Comes like a tax from a poor wretch that wants. 

O poets, have a care of one another, 

There's hardly one amonpt ye true to toother; 
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like Triiicalo*9 and Stephano's, ye plaj 

The lewdest tikks each other to betraT*. 

like foes detiact, yet flatt'riog, fneiid4ike soiile, 

AjkI all is one aii<mier to begaile 

Of praise, the monster of your hanen isle. 

Enjoy the prosdtote ye so admire, '\ 

Emoy her to the fall of yoor desire, > 

Whilst this poor scribbler wishes to retire, ^ 

Where he may ne^er repeat his follies more. 

Bat curse the £ste that wreck'd him on yoor shore. 

Now yoQ, who this day as his judges sit, 
After youVe heard what he has said of wit; 
Ought for youi' own sakes not to be severe, 
Bat shew so moch to think he meant none here. 



• In the akcration of Shakopeare't ** Tempest," by Drydco 
andDavenaDt. 
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